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To most beings, there was an odd phenomenon that occurred during a snow storm; silence. One could stand in 
the middle of a city street and watch the snow fall in complete, peaceful silence. That's what most beings 


experienced. 


The two figures that moved swiftly up the darkened, empty early morning street, however, were not like most 
beings. They could hear every flake as it softly touched the ground. They could hear every noise, large and 
small, that happened around them. Over time, a hundred years or so, they were able to learn to ignore most 
of the noises they heard, tuning in to only those they deemed important. The synapses in their preternatural 


brains were able to process information at a much faster rate than the brains of normal human beings. 


Another thing they had learned to do, out of habits formed in their brief human lives, and as a survival 
instinct, was to blend in. So tonight, they had seen themselves invited to Mrs. Astor's Christmas Ball at the 
family mansion on Fifth Avenue. Caroline Webster Schermerhorn Astor was The Mrs. Astor. She was the one 
person who held the entire city of New York in the palm of her hand. Nothing happened in society without her 
knowing about it and, more oft than not, orchestrating it. Foolishly, the old woman thought that Dave would 
make a suitable husband for her daughter, Emily. The truth was Dave would have made a wonderful husband; 


he was revered in society, wealthy beyond compare, and deadly handsome. The only drawback was that Dave 


was a two hundred year old vampire. 

Forever appearing a young man of twenty-five, Dave had a long, flowing mane of fiery orange-blonde curls 
which were made even more striking when compared to the smooth, alabaster skin of his face and dazzlingly 
bright eyes the very color of dark amber. Dressed in a vest of gold silk and a coat of forest green velvet 
underneath a black topcoat of the finest wool. A black low top hat sat atop his loose, red hair which was 
gathering snow in it. 

Alongside of him, another figure kept pace with the vampire. Slightly smaller in build and dressed in the same 
expensive manner; black topcoat pulled tightly around his slim waist. Atop his head of honey-blonde long waves 
sat a grey hat with black band. Under his wool coat, he wore a deep purple coat with gold brocade. He had a 
prominent nose and very large, round eyes of deep, warm caramel, He was an aged, experienced, wise, old soul 


trapped in the body of a 22 year old boy. 


"I do not understand why you feel the need to attend these ridiculous parties thrown by these spoiled, little 
half wits!" He growled so quietly that it was lost in the winter wind. 


"Because | enjoy them! Nobody asked you to attend with me! And, if | remember accurately, you were one of 
these spoiled, little half wits." 


"Hal | was never spoiled. You know that." He laughed loudly. "If | did not attend with you, you'd bring half the 


party home with you and drain every single one of them!" 

"So?" 

"You're impossible!" 

"I may be impossible but you still are just as spoiled as they are." 

David was wounded. "| am not!" 

"You are. You could not go a decade without the conveniences of the wealth we've acquired." 
"Acquired. Is that what you call it?" 

"What do you call it?" 

"Grave robbing." 

Now the redhead laughed. "Grave robbing? They're still warm by the time we've left. 


"That's not what I'm talking about" In the beginning, they took to alleviating their victims of their jewelry and 


other small belongings after they had killed them. Now, however, they would charm some old man or woman 


like Mrs. Astor into giving them access to nearly everything. And then they'd would kill him or her and move 


on. 
| could marry Emily." Dave mused. 
"WHAT?!" 

"| could." 

"Are you forgetting something?" 


"Oh, don't be so dramatic. | would still belong to you, my darling." And Dave stopped abruptly, the snow swirling 
around his fluttering coat. He took David in his arms and pressed his cold lips against the smaller vampire's 


cheek. 

"That's not what l'm talking about." David repeated. "You're a vampire." 

"Oh, right! That" The redhead knew how to wind up his companion and did so every chance he got. 
"You're right. You do belong with those half wits." 


"I heard that!" Dave called over his shoulder as he moved swiftly down the street, his feet leaving no marks in 


the virgin snow. 


woun 


The pair introduced themselves as cousins. Dave Mustaine and David Ellefson, cousins from upstate New York, 
from old, family money, moved down to the city to spend the last moments of their youth and, eventually, find 
wives. The truth was they were Ith century Brits. David's father was wealthy Baron. Dave's father, an 
lrishman, was his stable master, his French mother worked in the kitchen. When David was born, he was named 
after the older Dave as sign of respect and loyalty to the family's oldest and most valued employee. A three 
year old Dave bonded immediately with the infant and, as they grew older, they became best friends. 
Eventually, both boys realized that life would tear them apart. David was expected to marry and have children 
that would ensure that the family name lived on. Dave was expected to work his fingers to the bone until the 


day he died, same as his father before him. 
| could not help but overhear your predicament" 


Both men looked up from their steins of ale at the table they occupied in the town's inn, straight into the face 
of an angel. A very tall, very thin man with long, brownish-red, wavy hair. He had happy, mischievous, brown 
eyes and a thin mustache. He wore clothing that cost more money than David's family even had and spoke 


softly and politely. 


"Who are you?" David asked. 

"Burton Family name is Burton Gentlemen, | have a solution to your problem." 

Dave and David looked at each other and David invited the man to join them. As they continued to drink, not 
bothering to realize their new friend hadn't touched a drop, Burton filled their heads with tales of travel and 
wealth. Everything they could ever dream of would be theirs. 


"What do we have to do if you're willing to give us this dream?" Dave asked, his skeptical, hazel eyes narrowing 


at Burton 
"Nothing, Nothing at all" 

‘Im sorry. tm afraid we are not interested" 

"Wait!" David spoke up. "I am interested Dave, he is offering us the chance to leave and stay together." 
"At what cost, David?" 

"At no cost! Freedom! Traveling! Wealth!" 


At this point in the conversation, Burton smiled that angelic smile and turned to meet Dave's gaze. In the span 


of about three seconds, Dave nodded and murmured an “All right." 
It was only then that Burton whooped and laughed and yelled for a stein of his own. 


The three of them staggered out of the inn, into the deserted street. Dave and David clung to one another 


and, forgetting for a moment their companion, David caught the taller man's mouth in a sloppy kiss. 
| want to spend forever with you." 
"And so you shall" Burton hissed just before he sank long, shiny, white fangs into David's throat. 


The redhead screamed in horror as his lover thrashed and howled. Two large doe eyes settled on Dave, begging 


him for help. "Ay! Let go of him! Let him go, Burton!" 


He dropped David's lifeless body to the ground and set his sights on Dave. He was used to chasing people but 
not used to people charging him. Not that it mattered. By the time Dave had let loose his blood-curdling 
scream of agony over watching David be killed and had taken the three steps necessary to throw himself at 


Burton, the vampire had already maneuvered himself to catch Dave and sink his teeth into his neck as well. 


"Remember, Dave, to die is to live. Remember, always. And take care of your young, pretty one." Burton 
whispered in the redhead's ear as he slowly and tenderly lowered his lifeless body to the ground next to David. 


A couple drops of dark red blood dripped down on warm, pink lips. 


Each of them secretly wished to meet up with their maker again at some point but in the years that passed 
since that night, Burton has never crossed their paths again. 


wun 


Coffins, the pair had realized, were dramatic and unnecessary, not to mention cumbersome. The townhouse 
they occupied just three blocks from The Mrs. Astor's was furnished with all of the usual furniture that was 
in style at the time, along with David's growing art collection. His latest purchase made him giddy. Francisco 
Goya's A Child And His Pets. Dave, however, viewed it as the ugly kid and his weird bird and cats. It leaned 
against the wall in the front hall, David not yet deciding where it should be hung. 


"| don't understand why you keep collecting these strange paintings. It's a child with a couple of cats. What is 
so special about that?" 


"Oh, you would not know beauty if it came up and bit you in the backside!" 


"| know beauty when | see it, dear David. Why do you think I've stayed with you for over two hundred very 


long years?" The redhead grinned as he grabbed his companion and wrapped him up in a vice-like hug. 


"Because I'm the only one like you that you know and you hate being alone." David shot back, trying to wrench 
free of the other vampire's grip. 


"Not so! It is because | love you. | have always loved you and | will always love you. Forever." He nuzzled the 


cool, hard skin of David's neck. "Do you love me?" A breath of a whisper so soft, barely a sound was made. 
"You know | do." 


The pair spirited up the stairs and into their darkened bedroom, their clothing was ripped away by sharp claws, 
falling to the floor in ribbons. 


"That was my favorite coat!" David complained as his body was thrown across the bed. 

"lIl buy you another. Ten, if you like." The redheaded vampire growled just before his teeth pierced David's skin. 
The pair had grown weary of one another at times. Dave had even taken off to spend twenty-five years on his 
own, exploring. But he had returned to David like a puppy with his tail between his legs. He needed his 
companion and lover. And David would never admit that he needed Dave just as much. Though, he didn't have 


to. Dave knew. 


When they came together like this, though, the pair was invigorated and furniture was, inevitably, destroyed. 


"You cannot do that in a coffin!" 


"Shut your mouth!" The smaller vampire hissed before knotting a powerful fist in Dave's red curls and yanking 


him into a fierce kiss. 


woun 


‘lm telling you! There was something amiss about that pair." Glen stumbled on the sidewalk as he took a long 
pull on the bottle of champagne he and his friend swiped from the party. 


He and Daren had worked for The Mrs. Astor on a nearly full time basis, considering she threw so many 


parties. Her head of household would get in touch with them whenever they were needed. It wasn't the best 
job but it paid well. Well enough for the two to afford rooms at a boarding house in a bad neighborhood. 


Glen's long blond hair was coming loose from its tie due to the strong wind. He clutched his worn, grey coat 
around him and pulled his hat down over his eyes. Daren was a small man of thin build. He had piercing blue- 
grey eyes and pin straight black hair that fell in choppy bits around his face, thanks to Glen's drunken hair cut 
about a month previously. 


“There's nothing wrong with that lot except their obscene amount of money.” 


"DJ!" Glen used his nickname now, whining. "DJ, there's something wrong with those two, | know it. They're." He 
drank again while searching for the right word. "strange. Did you see the way they moved. All quick like." 


The smaller man wrapped an arm around Glen's shoulders. "Let's go home so you can sleep this off." 


I'm gonna find out what the hell is wrong with them. Especially if the redhead is planning on marrying Miss 
Emily." 


"Oh, | see. You're jealous. Thought you'd win over the little Miss Astor yourself?" DJ laughed now, wrapping an 


arm around the streetlamp pole and pretending to dance with it. 


"Nol" 


Glen was jealous. Not only of the redhead courting the beautiful, young daughter of his employer, but of 
everybody he served at the party. Of their positions in life, of their wealth, of the ease with which they 
moved through life. Everything was handed to people like that, never did they work a hard day's labor in their 
lives. And they would never have to. Glen wanted more. He wanted to meet a pretty girl and make a home and 
family with her, instead of sharing a tiny room with his friend. He wanted to throw parties and wear fine 
clothes and have boys like himself serving him food on expensive silver platters. It annoyed him that DJ 
seemed so content with so little. Throw a few coins in his direction after working for ten hours and he was 


happy as a pig in its slop. 


"I think you are. | think you and Miss Astor would make a lovely couple, you would. Will | have to move out 


when you move her into our room?" DJ giggled as he kicked up some snow. 
"Shut your mouth already. l'm sick of hearing your voice." 


The day after Christmas found the boys in The Mrs. Astor's employ once again, delivering invitations to her 
New Year's Eve masquerade ball. The Christmas party was one thing. This New Year's Eve ball, however, was 
something else entirely. 


No expense was spared. All of the furniture that the Christmas party guests had seen in the large ballroom 
was replaced within just a week All new E. W. Godwin furniture was brought in, Anglo- Japanese style was en 
vogue at the time and Mrs. Astor not only decorated herself in the latest fashion, but also her home. From 
the jade green, tufted divan, upon which The Mrs. held court, to the dazzling, lacquered dining tables, from the 
shimmering crystal chandeliers to the brand new, never before used Denby china, everything in the room 


wreaked of wealth and excess. 


A quadrille orchestra was in place at the far end of the large room, playing softly throughout the dinner hour. 
Once dinner was cleared, the tables and chairs were cleared away as well, opening the floor up for dancing. It 
was during this time that The Mrs. would retire to her divan and receive her guests. For many of the young 
and available women in society, this was a make or break gesture. If The Mrs. invited a lady to her divan for a 
visit, they were in. If not, they were out. And many of the young men took note of this as well. After all, if 
The Mrs. deemed a young lady worthy of her time and attention, said young lady would be worthy of courting 


also. 


"DJ! DJ, look!" Glen sputtered as he held one of the elaborate invitations in both his white gloved hands. 
"What? It is cold as a dark witch's tit out here, can we please do this as quickly as possible?" 


"Look! They gave us the cousins’ invitation! We have to stop at their house! This is perfect!" 


"Perfectly fucking cold! Can we please?" DJ gestured down the sun lit street. 


It was well after eleven o'clock in the morning and the sun was already shining on the fresh blanket of snow. 
The wind had picked up, however, and the temperature for late December was very low. Glen held the 
invitation in one hand and pulled his hat down tighter on his head with the other. It was cold and he hoped that, 
like last year, these rich, spoiled bastards in their warm homes would be so pleased to receive Astor's 


invitation, they would shower he and DJ with gratitude in the form of money. 


It was always their house staff that received the invitation And always the house staff that told them to 
wait at the doorstep while the invitation was relayed to its intended. It was the waiting that DJ hated more 
than anything. 


"| don't care about the few little coins they're going to shove at us. Let me keep going on so | can finish 
sooner. Or give me a nice, steeping mug of coffee or tea. Its too cold to be standing here, waiting on a plug 
rickell" 


"Those nickels can buy you a hot tea and a lot more if you just show some patience." Glen replied. 


DJ had been about to curse his friend out when the door opened again and the butler sneered down his nose 


at the pair. He held out a handful of coins and Glen hurriedly plucked them and stuffed them in his pocket. 
"Thank you. Thank you, Sir. Happy New Year to you." 

DJ rolled his eyes and turned to hurry down the street. 

As Glen trotted up behind him, he said, "Don't you want your plug nickel?" 

"Shut up, Glen" 

The blonde haired man shrugged and shoved the coin back in his pocket. He pulled out the next invite and it 
was the cousins‘. He looked at it, at the other invitations in his bag and at DJ's back Glen decided to save it 
for last. He had a strong curiosity about those two and he wanted every excuse to linger and find out all he 


could about the pair of strange men. 


An hour later, with pockets full of coin sagging, with a stomach full of fruit that one recipient had been 


gracious enough to give them, they slowly and tiredly made their way to the cousins’ Townhouse. 


"You're not going to find anything out of the ordinary here. They're just two rich, spoiled fancy-pants. Same as 
the rest." DJ told him before Glen scowled at him. 


The blonde reached for the door knocker, only to gasp and recoil. It was very large and very green with 


oxidation. It was shaped like a sun with a face in the middle, a large ring hanging from the face's fanged mouth. 


The only part of the entire device that was still golden brass was the part of the ring that fingers always 
grasped. Upon closer inspection, the sun's ‘rays' were actually hundreds of snakes. Medusa. 


DJ laughed at his companion and reached to knock himself. Just as he was about to grasp the ring, the door 
swung open and Dave stood in the doorway, grinning warmly at the pair of boys, his eyes hidden behind a pair 


of red colored spectacles. 


"Good afternoon, gentlemen. How can | help you?" 


The boys were frozen Both due to the cold and due to the shock of seeing Mustaine at the door. Before they 


even knocked and without a butler in the home. 


DJ recovered first and stammered. "Uh, um, Sir. We're delivering Mrs. Astor's New Years Eve ball invitations." 


He snatched the intricately detailed envelope from Glen's hand and held it out toward Dave. 


The vampire looked at it and then past the boys, into the street. He took a very quick step backwards, into the 


foyer. "Come in." 


The boys dumbly looked at each other and slowly found themselves obeying the intimidating figure. Once they 
both stood just inside the door, Dave took the invitations from DJ's slightly trembling hand. 


"Thank you." The redhead quietly said. He pulled the glasses from his face and folded them up, sliding them 
inside his dressing gown pocket. "It must be very cold out today. You both look chilled to the bone. Lovely rosy 
cheeks." He grinned. 


"Y-yes, Sir. It is. We have been out most of the day." DJ muttered. He glanced at Glen and noticed the blonde 


was merely staring at the tall, handsome man, 


"I remember you. | remember you from the Christmas party. You served me a canape which was absolutely 
divine!" Dave stared back at Glen. 


Suddenly DJ no longer existed and he could feel it. Glen and the other man had somehow ended up on an 
entirely different plane. 


wun 


What the hell was that back there?" The dark haired boy demanded as they shuffled back to their room at 
the boarding house. 


"What?" 


"You and the redhead. What happened?" 


"| don't know. Nothing." Glen lied. 


Later, tucked into his sagging, bumpy, albeit warm and cozy bed, Glen closed his eyes. He saw those beautiful 
eyes and that smile. He heard the man's voice, which spoke only to him. "Glen," it said in a dulcet tone that 
lulled Glen and stroked him as through made of the softest silk "you're beautiful. Let me show you how 


beautiful you are." 


He rolled over to look at his friend's sleeping form. He was sure DJ had not heard the same thing he did. The 
redhead's lips had not even moved. Did he imagine the whole thing? Was DJ right? Was he being absurd in 
thinking he could ever hold a candle to a man like that? If he fell under his spell, how in the world would a girl 
like Emily Astor resist him? With a discontented sigh, Glen realized she wouldn't. But there came a strange, 
new emotion. It's true, Glen was jealous of the man's wealth and charisma and beauty. But now he felt a pinch 
in his gut, telling him he felt jealous of Emily, oddly enough. Jealous that she would be the one to win his heart 


and spend all of her time with the mysterious and seemingly exotic man from upstate. 
That was it, the boy slowly realized. There was just no way a man like Mustaine was from the sticks of 
upstate New York. He was too .. too what? Worldly? Charming? Too old to be a young man from the country. 


He had an air about him that made him feel like an old, wise gentleman, not the young bachelors he wanted 


people to believe he and his cousin were. If that other man was, indeed, his cousin. Now Glen began to wonder. 


woun 


Dave caught his companion's eyes in the mirror. He grinned and fluffed himself even more. His long hair 
tumbled down the back of his black cape. In an instant, David was pressed against his back, arms winding 
around his waist. 

"Those pieces of art that | collect?" He whispered. 

"Yes, l'm faintly familiar with those." replied Dave as he brought one of David's cold hands to his lips. 
"They are nothing compared to the beauty | see when | look at you." 


"You flatter me." The redhead teased. 


"Do 1?" David teased back, his bright eyes twinkled. "And where will it get me?" He asked before giving Dave's 
neck a soft nibble, letting his fangs drag against the hard skin. 


"What do you want?" 
‘| want you. | will always want you. Until we manage to leave this earth." 


"Have you ever wanted to?" Dave turned now to look his lover in the eye. 


"What? Die? Again" 

He barely moved but David caught his nod. 

"Yes, | have. Have you?" 

A cringe crept across the redhead's stony face. He shook his head no. "Why, David?" 

‘Its not important." He smiled weakly. "It was a long time ago." 

"When | left" It was a statement rather than a question. 

David gave nothing away. He just gave Dave's cheek a kiss and pulled away. "Help me with my mask." 


David's mask was made of black and white feathers shaped in a cat's face. There were iridescent, glittered 
sequins in lines for whiskers, lining the eye holes, and a glittered sequin nose. There were two black ribbons for 
ties. Dave quickly and carefully tied the mask around David's head. He fondly ran his fingers through the soft 


light brown waves of David's hair. 
Its perfect." The taller vampire smiled softly and took in the rest of his lover. 


From glossy black patent leather boots to crisp black trousers to a white waistcoat with the same iridescent 
sequins swirling through it and the topcoat with tails, David was stunning. He also wore a red satin ascot tie 
with the diamond pin that Dave had given him a century ago. 


Dave handed his mask, a bronzed one with leafy scrollwork around the edges, cherubs along the top, along with 
the same face as their door knocker sitting in the center of the top of the mask. Plain in comparison to 
David's, it still cut an ominous figure, strong and masculine. David tied the black ribbons around his companion's 
head and then arranged the thick, red curls around Dave's shoulders. He also had a hint of red in his otherwise 
black outfit. The lining of his cape was red satin, matching David's tie. Around his neck, he wore a heavy 
medallion adorned with dark, blood red rubies. 


Their hats and coats were taken from them when they arrived at the mansion As soon as they appeared in 
the doorway of the ballroom, all eyes turned to stare. The Mrs. Astor immediately approached and smiled. 
Dark amber eyes behind his mask looked past the older woman and immediately found the young, blonde boy 
serving heavy flutes of champagne to a group of snobbish, rude, young men. Those eyes narrowed and an 
imperceptible hiss passed his lips when one of the young men laughed and pushed the boy away. Glen stumbled 
over his own two feet and the tray teetered, threatening to fall. 


It was caught in mid air by a long, elegantly gloved hand and Glen was put upright on his feet by the other 
hand. He turned quickly and found himself staring up at a masked figure with shocks of fiery orange hair. 


"Sir!" 


Dave grinned at the shorter boy and gave him a wink before raising his eyes to the group of men who had 


arrogantly just returned to their conversation, ignoring the scene beside them altogether. 


David, meanwhile, had watched from the doorway and, upon seeing his lover smile at the mortal boy, felt a 


sliver of dread pierce his hardened heart. 


"You cannot do this!" David screamed, 
"Oh, | can and | will. With or without you 

"Without" The smaller vampire seethed as he pulled on his gloves and hat. 
"That's fine’ 


"Dave! Do you understand who that boy is? If you kill him, they will hunt down who did it. He's one of the 


important ones." 

| don't care." 

| know you don't! You never do. l'm going out" 

Dave pulled his own gloves on and watched as his lover swiftly left their home. David was right, he shouldn't 
be planning this. It was dangerous. The boy was important. Should he go missing, the entire city would be 
turned upside down to find him. 

It was after eight in the evening, a light snow was falling. The gas lamps lining Park Avenue gave off a soft 
glow. Dave walked slowly up the Avenue, his vampire eyes would track a single flake from high in the sky all 
the way to the ground. He had lived all over the world, from the warm tropics of South America to the 
constant cold of the Nordic states. But when he and David descended upon New York, Dave had finally found his 
home. The thought of having to pack up and leave made his heart sag and, therefore, he knew he had to be 


careful not to draw undue attention to himself. 


A scent wafting through the air stopped the vampire in his tracks. It was him. Dave turned to the building he 
was standing in front of and smiled. Of course. The Union Club. 


‘Mister Mustaine, sir. Welcome." The doorman smiled as he pulled open the door. "We have not seen you in 


quite some time. All is well?" 


"All is well. Thank you, Mr. Smith. Happy New Year." Dave pulled out a one dollar bill from his trousers pocket 
and pushed it into the man's hand. 


"Thank you, sir! And where is Mr. Ellefson tonight?" 
"| do not know. A prior engagement, | believe." 


"Ah. Have a good meal, sir." 


Dave smiled, briefly baring his teeth. "Oh, | shall." 


His hat and coat were taken He was immediately served a snifter of cognac and a cigar. He stuffed the cigar 
into his breast pocket and casually wandered into the library. Several young men, and old, turned to watch the 
stunning redhead move gracefully through the room and settle himself into a club chair beside the group of 
young men from the party. 


Dave settled back into the chair and slowly crossed one leg over his knee. He held the snifter and slowly trailed 


an index finger around the edge. 
"Good evening, gentlemen" He said in his soft, seductive voice without raising his eyes from the glass. 


One of the men cleared their throat and nervously said, "Good evening, Mr. Mustaine. What brings you down to 


the club tonight? We haven't seen you or your cousin in months." 


lm stag tonight" Dave finally lifted his gaze and, with a grin, he let it settle on the young Mr. Roosevelt. "My 


cousin had a prior commitment." 
"And the lovely Miss Astor?" Her own cousin, Henry, inquired with a slight snicker. 


‘Oh, I'm sure she's otherwise engaged, as well" Dave politely replied before returning his gaze to the brash, 


young Roosevelt. 


He joined in with the men's talk of business, as he, too, had a stake in business. David and he had invested 
thousands of the money they had "acquired" over the years. He sat at the supper table with them, pretending 
to pick at his food and drink more cognac and whiskey. He watched the young man with the eyes of a predator, 
picking out his weaknesses. Several times, Roosevelt could feel these eyes upon him, picking at him, digging into 
him. Dave could sense the man's uneasiness and savored it like the fine cognac in his snifter ought to be 


savored, 


It's true. There were certain victims from which the redhead allowed himself to become intoxicated. David had 
always reproached him as being sadistic that way. But David had never allowed himself to give in to the 
incredible, intense feeling of taking another life so intimately. Dave always chose his prey for one of two 
reasons; because he fell in love or because he fell in hate. Either way, the very moment he drank the last 
drop of their blood was always the same. The only other time he felt so alive and free was when he was 


making love with David. 


Burton was right; to die is to live. And it was a lesson that Dave took to heart and practiced as often as 
possible. 


His young lover, however, had taken a detached, methodical approach to his need for human blood. He hunted 


randomly, choosing his victims at random, never returning to the same place twice, never bothering to study 


their faces or learn their habits. For David, it was a matter of survival, nothing more. 

As supper dishes were cleared and the young men pushed themselves away from the table, for more drinks 
and cigars and talk, this time of society and different rumors, Dave made his move on the young man. Silently 
and with the effortless grace of a swan gliding across still waters, Dave fell in step beside the man. 

"Did you enjoy your supper, Roosevelt?" 


"| did, sir. And did you enjoy yours?" 


| shall. Oh, | shall. Care to walk with me outside? | always like a nice, brisk walk bef - after a big meal like 


that." Dave gave the young man a broad smile, twinkling hazel eyes locked onto the young man's green pools. 
A small smile appears on Roosevelt's thin, pink lips. "I think | would like that very much." 

The street was empty and quiet. The pair walked slowly, the young human stealing glances at his companion 
"Are we returning to your house?" 

"No." 

"Where are we going?" 

"Just for a walk" 

"| thought we'd get more snow tonight" 

"We might." 

Dave could smell the young man's fear and anxiety. And his intentions. He assumed Dave wanted to lure him 
away from the club to seduce him. His constant jabbering only affirmed his nervousness. Dave nearly dragged 
him into the dark alley and drained him right then and there. 

Young Roosevelt was handsome with his green eyes and dark brown hair and slender frame. Under different 
circumstances, Dave might like to take him before he killed him. But tonight, he had one thing on his mind and 
that was to get the kid to pay for treating his beautiful, little Glen the way he did. As they continued down 
the street, he heard David's voice in his head admonishing him for already thinking of the young servant boy 
as "his". 


The dark-haired mortal slid his gloved hand through Dave's arm. He clasped his hands then, making it so the 


two were arm in arm. "So, if | am not mistaken, Mustaine, your cousin, Ellefson? He is not really your cousin, is 


he?" 

"No," Dave grinned. "No, he is not” 

"And you are not really from the country, are you?" 

"No, we are not" 

"Does he know that you are with me tonight?" 

nes 

"Oh! How interesting!" The young man howled with laughter. "Did you have a spat?" 

"Nothing important" The redhead murmured and then steered them into Central Park 

As they walked along the snowy trail, the young human continued to ask questions about David, about their 
relationship, about Dave's "preferences". Dave continued to be brutally honest and equally stark in his 
responses. Once they reached the Bow Bridge, Dave wandered to the edge and looked out over the ice, toward 
the frozen lake. He could sense Roosevelt slowly approach 

"There's nobody else around" The young man whispered 

"Its really quite perfect, isn't it 


"Quite perfect" 


The vampire turned and removed his hat, giving his head a little shake to fluff out his hair. The human 
watched in wonder, completely captivated by Dave's long, curly hair. 


"You come from a very wealthy family, don't you?" Dave asked. 

"Yog" 

"Have no idea what hard work is really like or what living in a tiny, barren room is like." 
"No." 

‘Is that why you treat people so rudely?" 


"What?" 


"Is that why you treat young servant boys so rudely?" 


‘| don't - " Young Roosevelt gasped when Dave took him and placed him against the bridge's railing, pressing his 
own hard body against the man's. 


"Or perhaps you found that particular boy attractive and he denied you?" Dave asked with a sneer as he 
grinded himself against Roosevelt. 


"What? What boy?" 


"Oh! You don't even realize when you behave badly? You are a very, very naughty young man" The redhead 


sneered and pressed harder. 


He leaned over Roosevelt, bending him over the railing, and let the young man nip at his lips, trying in vain to 


kiss Dave. 

"Do you want me?" 

"Yes." He was breathless now and beginning to rock himself against Dave. 
"How much do you want me?" 


"So much. Please, Mustaine." Roosevelt's arms were spread along the railing, hands clutching it tightly. his hat 


had fallen off, skimming along the frozen water below. 


"You should be more polite to people. You never know who you might meet that has worked his way up from 
the son of a stable master." 


"What?" Roosevelt attempted to lift his head to look at Dave. 
The redhead, however, immediately buried his face in the warm, deliciously-smelling skin of the young man. The 
heat and the pulsating veins were enough to make his head swim. But he still had to play with the human. He 


dragged his lips across the jugular and enjoyed the way Roosevelt shuddered beneath him. 


"Fucking cold!" He whined, mistakenly assuming Dave's lips were cold due to the weather. "Can't we please go 


back to your house? | don't care if Ellefson is there. Maybe you both - * 

"You are a spoiled child! 

"Yes, | am. Come, let us go. Il spread out for both of you" Roosevelt told him with a grin 
"You will spread out for anybody" 


"Yes." 


"Anybody at all?" 
"Anybody | see fit." 


"And who do you see fit? That young boy serving champagne in crystal that cost more than he will ever see 
in his life?" 


"Servants? Hell, no! What are you talking about?" 
"That's what | thought." Dave hissed and immediately raised his head so the other could see his teeth. 
"What the hell?!" He screamed. 


Dave wrapped his arms around the man and held him still as he struggled against him. He sank those long, 
sharp fangs into the large vein in his neck, the warm blood flooded the vampire's mouth and he moaned softly 
over how delicious it tasted. Greedily, he sucked, savoring the feeling of the man slowly falling still in his 
embrace. Dave could feel every cell of the living blood rushing through his own veins, it warmed him, made 
him tingle and his skin took on a healthy hue, his pupils dilated and his lips turned soft and warm. He leaned 
back and took a deep breath. The body slumped against the railing. Dave relieved Roosevelt of his jewelry and 
cash and clothing. He quickly shed his own clothing, taking a moment to fold it nicely and place it aside. Naked, 
he picked Roosevelt up and threw the lifeless body over his shoulder. He climbed onto the railing and hopped 
off, down onto the ice, breaking it. With the fresh, human blood coursing through his veins, he was able to 
feel, for a brief moment, a dull ache as the cold water enveloped him and the body he carried. Working quickly, 
as the water in his hair began to freeze, making it stiff, he pushed deeply through the icy water, to the 
bottom of the lake where he left the body deep under the ice. 
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Dave was sitting in front of the roaring fire in their bedroom, running a hair brush over his lorg, fiery curls, 
when he sensed David returning. The young vampire was still five or six blocks away but he moved very 
swiftly and within moments, he was opening the front door. Silently he ascended the stairs and found his 
companion in the bedroom. 

"Did you do it?" 

Wordlessly, Dave gave a nod. 

"Your hair..?" David scowled as he shed his clothing. 


"Ice." 


Pulling his gown around him, David stood behind the chair Dave was sitting in and took the brush from his 


hands. As he began pulling it through Dave's hair, he asked, "How?" 
"How what?" 

"How did you do it?" 

"I killed him. That's all you need to know." 


"No. | need to know that l'm safe here. | need to know that my idiot of a lover didn't do anything rash to draw 


attention to us." 


"I walked him through the park and killed him by the lake. | put his body deep into the ice where he won't be 
found for months and even then, they will think he got drunk and fell in" 


"You'd better hope you're right." 


"This is not my first time, David! We've been doing this for two hundred years! I've never given you cause to 


worry. Why now?" 
"Because | know what is in your heart, Dave. This is not my first time." 


"What are you talking about?" The older vampire became irritated and stood up, snatching the brush from his 


lover. 

"You know what I'm talking about. Just kill this one, too, and be done with it 

"You know nothing!" 

"Ay," DJ burst into their room to find Glen sitting on the end of his bed, mending a hole in his coat. 
"What?" 

| was down the street, in the pub, and you are not going to believe what | heard!" 

"What?" 

"That redhead, Mustaine?" 

"What about him?" Glen stood now, forgetting his coat at the mention of the man's name. 


"Three nights ago, he left the Union Club with Roosevelt. You know that fucking loudmouth prick, right?" 


"Yog" 
"They left together and nobody's seen either of them since." 
"So?" Glen said, sitting back down and picking up his coat. 
"Didn't you say it was Roosevelt that pushed you that night?" 
"So?" 


"Didn't you say that it was Mustaine that somehow crossed the ballroom in a mere second and caught you 


without spilling a drop of that champagne?" 
Glen nodded and murmured, "Yes." 
"It is kind of funny how they have both gone missing after that." 


Glen shot his friend a harsh glance, eyebrows knotting in worry. 


N 


It had been weeks since Glen last saw the redhead. At least, while he was awake and upright. At night, 
however, when Glen laid his head down on his lumpy, dingy pillow and closed his eyes, Mustaine would come to 
him in his dreams. The first one was really just a memory. A collage of memories. Noticing Mustaine at the 
Astors' party, standing in his foyer, staring at him, feeling his hands on Glen's body to settle him as he 
tripped. Glen saw, in his mind's eye, the redhead's dazzling smile and warm, sparkling eyes. He heard his voice 


and felt it wrap around him the way the warm blankets on his bed wrapped around him. 


Soon, the dreams Glen had no longer contained just memories. Soon, he envisioned himself in the strange man's 
embrace. He was able to feel the silky softness of his hair, the thick luxurious wool of his coat, the cool 
smoothness of his skin. He heard Mustaine speak to him, calling him by name. 


The dreams had taken an erotic turn, then. Glen was being laid down on a thick bed draped in red silk, he was 
being undressed and spread out, soft kisses were laid against every inch of his body. His eyes remained closed 
but he knew it was Mustaine kissing him. Knew it by the weight of the body on top of him, knew it by the way 
those fiery curls tickled against him, making him shiver. Knew it by the way his soul sang and rattled inside of 


him, screaming to get out and meet the other's. 

It was after those dreams that Glen would awaken in a cold sweat, panting, and painfully erect. 

Winter was being ushered out as Spring was on its way in. This meant that work could be found in abundance 
and two trusted, reliable men like Glen and DJ could make a bundle of money. It was Glen's favorite time of 
year. For the next two or three months, life would be easy. The work would be difficult and taxing but the 


money would be plentiful. 


After their first full day of Spring cleaning around the Astors’, DJ and Glen were sitting in the pub with a 


couple other men when one of them spoke up. 
"Have you heard the news?" 
"What news?" 


"Going to be building a library up on Fifth Avenue. Astor gave up a ton of his money so's people can have their 
reading for free. They're looking for men to sign on. They say it's going to last for months. Good, steady work." 


"Where did you hear that?" 
‘| have my sources." The man smirked and affected an air of importance. 


"Where do we have to go to get this job?" Glen leaned forward now. Steady work and, more importantly, good, 


steady pay gave him visions of his own apartment and a new coat that didn't need mending and new, summer 


clothes. 
"Show up at the site tomorrow morning.’ 
"DJ, this is perfect. Fucking perfect!" The blonde clapped his friend's shoulder and whooped. 


"| don't want it, Glen. It sounds good, work we can count on for months but it will be the same work day in, day 


out. | like having a change now and then" 


"DJ, this is good work! Steady, reliable work! We can finally get out of the fucking boarding house. Don't you 


want a place to call your own?" 
"Well, yeah... 

"All right, then!" 

"But you are you going to leave me there when you go off to marry little Miss Emily" DJ snickered 


The rest of the men laughed loudly, too, as DJ explained Glen's infatuation with the girl and her supposed 
suitor. Glen blushed furiously and kicked DJ under the table. 


"Sometimes, | think he has dreams about her at night. | wake up and he's over in his bed, squirming about and 


moaning." 
"Shut your fucking mouth, DJ!" Glen screamed at his friend and stormed off. 


Out the pub and down the street, he staggered, only then realizing how much he'd had to drink. Slowly, the 
blonde meandered down a back alley, using the short cut they took back to the boarding house many times. It 
was late, past midnight, and a fine mist of rain was falling. There was still a crispness in the air and Glen pulled 
his patchwork coat tighter around himself. A shiver jolted down his spine but he immediately sensed it was not 
because of the cold. 


"Glen" That voice! 
The little blonde wasn't sure if it was in his head or not so he kept moving. 
"Sweet, beautiful Glen" 


He grunted and shook his head, continuing to move forward. When Glen picked up his eyes from the ground, he 
saw Mustaine at the end of the alley, leaning one shoulder against the building, hands clasped together at his 
waist, one ankle crossed over the over, and that gorgeous, serene smile on his lips. His orange hair tumbled 
down his shoulders, escaping from under his hat. His topcoat of dark red was clearly made just for him as it 
fit his tall, slender frame in such a way that made Glen feel a tightening in his stomach. 


"You should not be here, sir." 
"Why not? Is this not a free country?" 
"Yes, it is, sir, but this is not your part of the city." 


| have my own part of the city. | think you mistake me for one of the Astors." Dave laughed gently as he 
took a step toward Glen. 


"Won't you be one of them soon?" 

"Ah, you mean when | marry the girl." 

"Yes. Her name is Emily, sir." Glen gave a lift to his chin 

"You like this girl?" Dave laughed even louder. 

"No." 

Now Dave stood directly in front of the young man. "Good. | have a secret. Neither do |.” 

Before Glen could even take a breath, he found himself pinned against the hard bricks of the building. His hands 
were raised above his head and he felt Dave's body pressed against his own. Bright, amber-colored eyes 
peered into his eyes so intensely, Glen could feel his knees weaken and the knot in his stomach become tighter. 
It was as if his very soul was buried deep down there and it was screaming, ready to burst forth. Yet, he 
could not find his own voice. 

"You are beautiful, Glen" Mustaine softly hissed. "Why do you not scream?" 

"| am not afraid." 

This made the vampire smile. "Why not?" 

Glen remained against the wall when Dave released him and took a step back. He didn't know why he wasn't 
afraid. Because the redhead was in his dreams every night? Because he liked it? Because he was curious to see 
what was going to happen? Because, for the first time in his life, Glen felt like he mattered to someone and he 
wasn't just a nameless, faceless servant? 


"Answer mel Why not?" Dave yelled so loud that Glen cringed. 


In an instant, the redhead was back in Glen's face. This time a hand came up to caress the blonde's cheek. 


"I'm sorry. I'm sorry, sweet Glen. | must tell you another secret." 

The blonde raised his blue eyes to meet Dave's. "Another?" 

"Yes. You see, | am afraid." 

"Of what?" Glen stared in wonder. How on earth could this man be afraid of something? 

‘Im afraid I've fallen in love with you." The redhead uttered before he leaned in and found Glen's ear. He softly 
ran his tongue along the outer shell, making the boy shudder and sigh. Then he whispered, "And these things 
never end well." 

"What do you me- " Glen whispered in return. But he immediately sensed that the other man was gone. 

Glen opened his eyes to find the alley empty. He was alone. A cold wind swept through the alley, picking up 
Glen's long, blonde hair and grabbing at his coat. As he took a step away from the wall he was still up against, 
he realized he was hard again. Reaching into his pants, he shifted himself. Gone from his mind were the 
thoughts of returning to his room and passing out. Replaced now by need. By desire. 

Instead of going home, he decided to visit Hattie Taylor's house on Spring Street. There was a sweet, little 
redhead there, no more than sixteen years old, perhaps, that would know what to do with Glen's current 


situation. That was another luxury which Glen wished to enjoy on a regular basis once he began to make more 


money. 
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Dave returned home to find David carrying his the Goya painting up the stairs. He watched in silence. David. His 
mate for the last two hundred years. He loved David. Intensely and without end. But that didn't stop him from 
falling in love with others, too. For sport, mostly. None had captured his heart more than David. To David, he 
would always return. But one must have his sport. 

"Where are you hanging it?" He finally asked. 

Without pausing or turning, David replied, "Over the mantle in the green bedroom. Did you eat?" 

Dave had to laugh at absurdity of their casual conversation Eat. "I had a light supper, yes.” 


"Good. You can help me." 


The redhead smiled as he quickly flew up the stairs to David's side. He took the painting from his mate and 


hurried into the bedroom. In a matter of moments, the painting was hung and the pair stood to admire it. 


"I do not understand you sometimes. How is it you find beauty in this art but in nothing else. Not the growing 


world around you. Not these people we mingle with every day. Just this." 


"Not just this. | see beauty everywhere. The difference between us, Dave, is that | can see beauty around me 
and not foolishly fall in love with it the way that you do." 


"Is it foolish that | am in love with you?" Dave tried to be cute. He folded the younger vampire into his arms 


and laid kisses all over David's face. 
"Ay, but it is foolish that | am in love with you." Replied David. The sadness in his voice was not lost on Dave. 
David lay, naked and sated, flat on his back. One arm was tucked under his head while he used the other to 


stroke Dave's long, red hair. His lover was curled against him with his head on David's chest. David could sense 


it. Something was coming that would tear the two of them apart again. 


V 


"DAVE!" David yelled as he slammed the door behind him. 

He flew up the white marble, curved staircase and hurried down the hallway. Throwing open the double doors 
of their bedroom, he found the redhead soaking in the cast iron bathtub. The air was thick with the smell of 
lavender and rosemary. Dave's hair was pinned on top of his head and his arms rested on the edges of the 
tub. his long, naked legs were bent, knees sticking out above the water. 

"David, be a darling and fetch me that bucket of water by the fire." He gave a lazy flick of his wrist. 

"Dave! You are fucking impossible! They found the body.’ 

"What body would that be?" 

"You know which body! Look at me!" 

The other vampire slowly picked his head up and gave David an irritated sigh. "The water, David, please." 

"Oh! You do not even care, do you?" 

"Not particularly." 

David poured the hot water into the tub and a minute later, Dave stood up and stepped out. He pulled his 
dressing gown onto his dripping wet body, leaving a trail of water as he casually walked toward his very tall, 
very elegantly carved, Pottier and Stymus walnut armoire. He shuffled through several white shirts before 
deciding on a Sinclair shirt with club collar and sterling silver buttons. David could feel his anger at his lover 
melting away under the assault of the lavender smell and the sight of Dave's perfect body. The redhead 
dropped his gown and pulled the shirt on, buttoning it slowly. He then pulled out a pair of charcoal grey 
trousers and slid his long, powerful legs into them. Dave tucked the tails of the shirt into the trousers and 
then buttoned them. 


"Dave, we have to talk about - " 


David was silenced just by the redhead raising a finger as he looked for a vest to put on He pulled out a red 
silk jacquard, double-breasted waistcoat. 


"Why have you let me buy so much red in my wardrobe, David?" 
"Because you know it suits you." 


"And because | know that you know it suits me." 


The smaller vampire rolled his eyes and sighed. 


Dave's topcoat was made of the same charcoal grey wool. It was fashioned in a cutaway style, trimmed with 
black velvet at the lapels and also had sterling silver buttons. 


As he pulled out a large, silver crucifix, he laughed softly. 
"David, do you remember where | got this?" He asked as he lowered the cross around his neck. 


"Of course.” David replied, visibly bristling as the unwanted memory immediately surfaced in his preternatural 
brain. 


"Dave, | do not understand. | feel ill. Where are we? You will not take me home. My mother and father will be 
looking for us! Dave, please!" David clutched at his stomach and rolled onto his side, whining softly into the 
straw bed he was laying on. 


They were huddled together, hiding in a root cellar of a cow barn. 


"David, there is something | have not told you. | do not know how to Tell you. Do you remember that man, 


Burton?" 

"That is the last thing | remember. We got drunk with him at the inn" 

"Yes. He promised us a way we could leave and always be together." 

"| know. Is that what has happened? Have you taken me and left?" 

"Yes. But there is more." 

"What?" 

"Burton" Dave paused and gently ran his fingertips down David's cheek. "He bit you. | watched him sink his 
teeth, long fangs, into your neck. David, he killed you. He then killed me. We awoke like this. We are vampire, 
David. | do not know what to do about it 

"Vampire?!" 

"You are ill because we have not.. we have not." Dave struggled to say it. 


"Drank blood." 


"| believe that is the cause." 
"And why you have hidden us in this cellar.’ 


"Yes. That part | know is true." And he showed David his burned arm. "Have you noticed you can see clearly 


here in the dark?" 
"Yes." 


Dave fell silent. When David opened his mouth to speak again, the redhead placed a finger against David's lips. 
"Stay here." He breathed softly and then he was up the ladder and out of the hatch before David even blinked. 


He returned after a moment with a cat tucked under his arm. "It will make you feel better." 


Reluctantly, David took the hissing, flailing beast and, using his new found strength, he crushed the cat's limbs, 
ignoring its screaming. David quickly sunk his fangs into the cats neck and sucked. It should have repulsed him. 
It should have made him vomit. But David found himself loving the taste, loving the feeling of the blood rushing 
through his veins. But it wasn't enough. 


Soon, the owners of the farm were distraught over the mysterious plague which was killing their cows. But 
that wasn't enough, either. It was enough to satisfy their hunger. But it was not enough to satisfy their blood 
lust. One night, Dave had had enough. 


‘| cannot bear the thought of drinking cows' blood forever! David, we are meant to drink human blood. We 


must." 


David was in complete agreement. It startled Dave when his lover was so nonchalant about it. "Fine. We must." 


He shrugged. 
"Are you sure about this? We are going to be killing people, Davia." 
"Yes, in order to survive ourselves. | am the one that wanted this to happen to us. This is what we must do." 


Under the Harvest Moon's watchful stare, they crept swiftly across a recently plowed field, the steam rising 
from the dirt, into the land baron's home, and quietly up the stone staircase. 


"As quick as you can be." Dave hissed. 


David nodded just before he threw open the door. Though, they tried to be quick and efficient, their first 
human kill was utter chaos and destruction. David snapped the neck of the baroness as he tried to muffle her 
screams. Dave had his own problems with the baron, not realizing he was such a fat man. The baron yelled 
just before Dave sunk his fangs into the man's fat neck. It awakened others in the house. Servants from their 


quarters on the first floor and two children came running from their nursery. All four of the other humans 


were dispatched swiftly if not cleanly. The vampires met each other's frantic stares and knew immediately 


that they had to leave as fast as they could. 


The smaller vampire was at the door, clumsily wiping the blood from his chin when he turned back to find the 
redhead digging through the armoire and chest of drawers. 


"What are you doing?" David hissed. 


"Need money, something with which to trade and barter if we are going to get far away from here." He came 


up with a bag of coins and some jewelry, including a heavy silver crucifix. 
"You cannot take that!" 
"It is just a piece of jewelry. It means nothing!" 


Dave had intended to use it if they had to. But, after some time, he grew fond of the piece and decided to 
keep it. David always assumed he kept it simply out of arrogance. Little did he know that Dave wanted it near 
to remind him of where they had been Poor, dirty, sick, confused.but together. 
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Reluctantly, DJ took a job with Glen as general labor in the construction of the new library. The hours were 
long; nearly sixty hours per week, which was double what DJ was used to working. But the money was good; 
almost twelve dollars a week, which was double what DJ was used to earning. He was carrying a load of bricks 
from the cart when he overheard someone talking about that Roosevelt man who disappeared a few months 


previous. 
"Sorry, what did you say?" 


| heard they just found T. R. Roosevelt in the lake in the park. He was naked. They want to talk to Mr. 


Mustaine about it. Some say he was the last one to see him alive." 


The young man hurried back to Glen As the pair made their way out to the cart for another load of bricks, 
DJ told him the police were going to question Mustaine. 


‘lam sure he had nothing to do with the death of that drunken horse's ass." 


"How can you be so sure? And | thought that you would be happy over this information. Surely, The Mrs. 


would not allow her daughter to marry a person of interest in a police investigation" 


"| would be happy if it were true. But | am sure it is not. What reason would he have to killing Roosevelt?" 


"You." 
"Fuck off, DJ." Glen blushed and hurried away from his friend. 

The man who had told DJ about Roosevelt being found stepped up beside him. He was a tall man with a large, 
portly stomach. Suspenders that DJ was sure he could hear screaming held up his worn, tattered britches. He 
stunk of body odor and garlic. Or maybe just body odor. DJ wasn't entirely sure. 

"Something off about that Mustaine and his little cousin" 

DJ simply nodded. 

"Aint entirely convinced they are actual family.” 

"My friend used to think that, too." 

"Not no more?" 

"No, sir." 

"And why is that?" 

"Mustaine was nice to him at the New Years Eve ball that The Mrs. held." 

"Nice to him, eh?" 

"Caught him from falling after Roosevelt gave him a shove." DJ said slowly. 

"You don't say." 
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"Gentlemen! Please, do come in" Dave greeted their guests with a smile. "I do apologize for having you out so 


late. | just returned from visiting my father in the country." 


"That's fine, Mr. Mustaine. We'd just like to have a conversation about T. R. Roosevelt. Did you know him?" The 
inspector, an aging gentleman with a short, thin build and balding head, asked as he and his officer stepped into 
the foyer. "Lovely place you've got. You share it with your cousin, is that correct?" 


"Yes, sir. He should be around here somewhere. David?" 


David was upstairs, waiting for his cue. He descended the staircase, giving Dave a fleeting glare before smiling 


at the inspector. 


"Hello, inspector. Hello, officer. Can | get you anything? A drink, perhaps?" 
"No, thank you." 


Well, come. Let me show you into the parlor where we can sit and have a chat. David, remember that young 


man that was found in the lake?" 
"Yes, very awful. Drunk, was he?" David shook his head sadly. 


"Er, um, yes. We have had several people tell us, Mr. Mustaine, that you were with Roosevelt that night in 


January.” 

Dave sat back against the divan, crossing one leg over his knee. He spread an arm across the back of divan and 
gently cleared his throat. When he caught the inspector's stare, he held it, remaining silent for quite some 
time. 

David, meanwhile, settled beside the officer and also gazed at him. 


"N-n-now, then. Were you with Roosevelt back in January?" The inspector's voice grew shaky. 


"No, sir. | was not." The redhead calmly and quietly replied as he finally turned his glance from the somewhat 


confused inspector. 
"Had you ever met him before?" 


"Yes, | believe | have. | believe - David, correct me if | am wrong, " Dave picked at his trousers. "we met this 


fellow at The Astors' party, did we not?" 
"| believe so." 


"Yes, though | doubt he would remember. He seemed quite deep in the bottle when we were introduced, l'm 


afraid" 

"| see" The inspector wrinkled his brow and appeared to think this over. 
Dave sat patiently, a small smile curling his lip. 

"Okay, thank you for your time, sir. l'm sorry to disturb your evening." 


"Not at all, inspector. I'm always happy to assist you fine gentlemen. Now, how about that drink?" 


VI 


"Glen. Sweet, beautiful boy" Was murmured in his ear. 


Cold lips nipped at the lobe. Hands, seemingly more than two, traveled up and down his body, stroking it to life. 
The young blonde writhed against them, moaning softly. These hands new exactly how to touch him and make 
him tingle with pleasure. Without needing to open his eyes, he knew Dave was with him. He knew it was the 
eccentric redhead that was whispering to him and touching him. Knew it was Dave urging him to spread his 
legs. And he obeyed. Under the sheets, his legs were pushed wide apart and those cold fingers ran up the 
inside of his thigh, making Glen shiver and whine. Cold lips and the barest grazing of teeth worked their way up 
Glen's body until they reached his neck Now he threw his arms around the being that hovered over him, 


pulling Dave down. Warm, human fingers tangled themselves in the vampire's hair. 


Dave was drunk on the boy's scent, on his warm and yielding body. The tips of his fangs pressed gently against 
Glen's throat. What Dave wouldn't do just to get a tiny taste of the young one's blood. Just a little taste. Just 
one single drop. So he used a hand to stroke Glen slowly. Used his mouth to urge the boy closer and closer to 


his climax. Underneath him, Glen sighed and purred, incoherently begging for more. 


"So beautiful. You will be mine. | will make you mine and | will love you forever." Dave told him. "Tell me yes. Tell 


me you want me, sweet boy." 
"Yes." Glen uttered. "Want you. Love me. Please love me." 


Just as Glen's body tensed, preparing to release, Dave let one fang pierce his skin He sucked hard, pulling one 
single drop from the boy's vein. It was divine. It sent Dave reeling, such a heavenly taste. His eyes rolled back 
in his head as he savored it. 


When Glen released against his own stomach, he howled his lover's name and sat up straight in his bed. Only to 
find himself alone, with DJ staring at him. Panting, Glen wiped the droplets of sweat from his brow, his fingers 


slid down the side of his face to his neck, where he felt a small puncture. 


"What is happening to you?" DJ mumbled as he flopped back onto his own pillow. "Every night, it seems, you 
dream of this man. What was it this time, Glen? Were you fighting again? Because, forgive me, that did not 
sound like fighting." 


Glen grunted something and rolled over. How could it feel so real? How could it seem like Dave was right there. 
Glen had felt him. Felt the weight of his body, felt the cool sensation of his hands all over Glen's body. Was it 
all a dream? A very vivid, powerful dream? Powerful enough to awaken his senses the way it did and make 


him explode? And what of this wound on his neck that had not been there before? 


wun 


Although Dave had very effectively persuaded the investigator into believing that he had not been with 
Roosevelt the night the man fell into the lake and drowned, it appeared that many people were still talking and 
still speculating. This could be fixed as well. 


The temperature was rising and people wanted to be outside. Dave and David dressed in lighter, spring suits 
made of lightweight wool in a light camel brown David accented his with a sapphire blue bow tie and large 
sapphire cuff links. He wore a brown hat with blue band and blue tinted glasses, along with cream colored 
supple calf skin gloves. Dave, naturally, wore red, a red tie, his ruby medallion, an ivory hat along with 


matching ivory gloves and his red spectacles. 
As they strolled, arm in arm with The Mrs. and Emily Astor, they ignored the stares of several people. 


The Mrs. wore a dress of silk taffeta tartan in copper and gold. She wore a hat in the same copper color with 
matching gloves. She strolled slowly with an arm looped through Dave's. Little Miss Astor wore a dress of 
royal blue silk with a white hat and gloves. David held a parasol over her head as he strolled next to her, 
seething inside. He knew Dave was right in getting back into the good graces of the Mrs. If she deemed Dave 
innocent of having anything to do with Roosevelt's death, then the rest of New York would agree with her. So 
she announced that she wanted to walk to the library to see its progress and Dave was only too eager to 


escort her. 


As the foursome walked down Fifth Avenue, The Mrs. went on and on about her townhouse, about the spring 
cleaning that took place, about her plans for the first spring ball. Dave listened and spoke when appropriate. 
He'd glance over his shoulder occasionally and give Emily a smile. David knew he had to keep up his end of the 
story and be charming and warm like his lover but he found it difficult. He resented Dave for putting them 
both in this position He resented Dave for keeping up the pretense that he was actually going to marry Emily. 
He wanted to spirit the girl away and drain her blood. 


Those who saw them whispered to their friends and word had traveled far and wide that Mustaine and 
Ellefson were once again in the close company of the The Mrs. They stood in front of the construction site 
and watched, Dave pointing out different things going on. Some men were laying brick and mortar. Some men 


were still excavating the ground. Some men were unloading carts of supplies. 


One of the foremen approached then "Mrs. Astor, what a surprise. Have you come down to check on us?" He 


offered the woman his arm and they walked away. 


Dave could smell his Glen He knew the boy was nearby. He listened carefully and located the blonde human 
near the excavating site. His flaxen hair was stringy with sweat. His white shirt was drenched also, the sleeves 
rolled up past his elbows. He paused and stood up straight. Glen stared up into the sun for a moment before 
turning. 


The redhead grinned when their eyes met. "Hello, my pretty little one." He told the boy without opening his 


mouth. 


When the boy scowled and cocked his head to one side, Dave was sure Glen received his greeting. The vampire 
turned to Emily then and engaged her in conversation, not before receiving a recriminating glance from his 
David. 


"Glen, | shall come to visit your bed again tonight 


Dave continued to smile and flirt with the girl, who seemed so clearly under his spell. Meanwhile, the boy 
staggered back, shaking his head. He tripped over a shovel and this time, Dave let him fall on his backside. 


"David?" He tied the sash of his robe and left the bedroom. "David, where are you?" 

He found his lover standing silently the music room on the ground floor of their townhouse. The room was 
never used, except to house many of David's treasures. Now, he appeared to be gazing at one of them. A 
painting of a small ocean port with a tiny boat in the foreground and a burning morning sun off in the distance. 
It was given to him by a French painter some years before they arrived in New York. Dave crept up behind 
the smaller vampire and wrapped his arms around David. He rested his chin on David's shoulder. 

| always liked that one." 

"Do you?" David asked without moving. "Do you know what the irony is?" 

"What is that?" 

"It is called Impression, soleil levant." 

"Perhaps that is why | like it" 

"Perhaps." David murmured, letting his eyes drift to the painting that hung to the left of the one in question. 
This was the peace offering Dave brought with him when he returned to David. It depicted a sleeping woman in 
white draped over the end of a bed with her head hanging down, exposing her long neck She was surmounted 
by an incubus that peered out at the viewer. The room was hung with red velvet curtains which draped 
behind the bed. Emerging from a parting in the curtain was the head of a horse with bold, featureless eyes. 
Nearly one hundred years later, David's skin still crawled when he looked at it. Beautiful? Yes. Frightening? 
Absolutely. 

"Why did you bring me that one?" 


“Because | thought it was interesting." 


David turned his head to give his lover a raised eyebrow. 


"And | was being facetious. | never thought you would make it part of your collection" 
| thought as much." David pulled away from Dave. 
The redhead let him. He trailed a hand down the other's arm until just their fingers touched before breaking all 


contact. He watched David cross the room before letting his eyes drift back to the painting before him, 


memories washed over him and he flinched. The pain as raw as it had been back then. 


"| need to leave." He said quietly into David's ear. 

They lay together in their bed after making love. He held his lover in his arms, his chest pressed against 
David's back. Their legs were entwined and David's fingers were weaved between Dave's. They were living in 
Vienna at the time, in an apartment that overlooked the Danube. David stared out the window, counting the 
ripples in the water. 

"I know. | have sensed it for quite some time. You are restless and unhappy.” 

"| do love you." 

"| know that as well." 

‘lam sorry, David." 

"We are immortal, you and |. Perhaps | will grow bored of it one day, the same as you have." 

The redhead just held David tighter, as tight as his preternatural strength would allow. He didn't want to leave 
David but there was a world out there to explore and something deep inside of himself told him he had to 
explore it alone. And if Dave was being honest with himself, he had grown unhappy with David. Of course, he 
loved him. He would always love David but David was boring. David was cautious and stoic, methodical and dry. 
Dave wanted fun and excitement and danger. What use was having all of this wealth and power and being 
unable to do anything with it? 

"I am not bored of it, David. | am bored of you." 


That evening, Dave followed the sun in its departure. 


VII 


Where didnt Dave go? The first several years flew past as the redhead bounced from one corner of the globe 
to the other. He returned to England straight away and found that his family had died out. His parents, of 
course, had died several years ago. His younger siblings as well as their own children. David's however, had 
grown and now held rights to a vast amount of land in the West Midlands. David's great nephew had received 
the honor of Viscount. The vampire had discovered that people believed that he and David had run away to 
become sailors and had been killed on the high seas. 

Dave stayed in London for quite some time before he heard the world calling to him again. From London, he 


traveled east until he arrived in Kiev. 

Dave spent several winters in Kiev, enjoying the cold starkness. Life was good in Kiev. Food was bountiful for 
Dave. As was companionship. Though he had not forgotten about David, Dave longed for someone with whom to 
share his secret. Of course he had a lover every night whom he had killed by morning, but Dave wanted 
someone to talk to. Someone who might hear his secret and choose it for himself. He'd found that in a young 
waif of a boy named Taras. Taras was impish and had a great imagination. He happened to cross paths with 
Dave after spending most of the evening in the corner of an inn, near the fire, writing down one of his newest 
tales. The vampire had wandered in, looking for a meal. Immediately, his eyes settled on the quiet boy in the 
corner. People didn't see the boy when he was alive, surely they would not miss him once he was dead. 

Dave silently settled himself into the chair opposite the boy. 

"Hello." Dave smiled when Taras looked up at him. "What are you writing?" 

"Poems, stories. Whatever comes to mind." 

"Ah. May | buy you something to eat?" 

"Why?" 

"You seem like you have not eaten" Dave gave a wave of his hand, indicating Taras' small body. 

"I have already eaten tonight but thank you. What is your name?" 

"My name is Dave. What is yours?" 

"Taras." The boy extended his hand across the table. "Taras Shevchenko." 

Dave gave him his calm, soothing smile when he took Taras’ warm, tiny hand in his. Normally, upon feeling 


Dave's cold hand, devoid of any human warmth, they flinched in surprise. Taras merely closed his fingers 
around Dave's hand and continued to smile. 


"The pleasure is all mine." The redhead purred. There was something about the boy that Dave liked. He was 
sweet and unassuming. He liked to write and tell stories which meant he had a vivid imagination and a 


functioning intellect. "Would you read me one of your poems?" 
"Oh! | could not! You may read, if you like." Taras slid his book across the table. 
Dave caught the boy's blush and stared. He was absolutely beautiful. 


Dave stayed in Kiev with Taras for over five years. When he grew restless yet again, Dave asked Taras to 
come with him. The boy, as difficult as it was, told him no. Kiev was his home. 


If you have to kill me, | understand, but | cannot leave my home. | am sorry." Taras whispered tearfully as he 


clung to Dave. 


| cannot kill you, my darling boy. | love you." Dave soothed the child's fears, petting his head and kissing away 
Taras’ tears. 


"I love you." Replied Taras just before he felt Dave's fangs puncture his neck. 


Dave was beginning to think that remorse was just something he, or all vampires, could no longer feel. Until he 


thought of his David. 


The apartment was cold and sterile without the redhead in it. It was too quiet and soon, David felt lonely. He 
could have taken a lover. He could have taken a different lover every night. He was sure that was what Dave 
was doing. And he tried. David had tried to behave the same way he had seen his lover behave so many 
countless nights before. He would find himself a pretty, young man who he would invite home for the night. He 
would get the boy drunk on wine and seduce him, only to kill him afterward. But David just wasn't made like 
Dave. David found it heartbreaking to kill the boy after he had gained some very, very intimate knowledge. No, 


David's conscious was clear only when his victims were anonymous. 


David stood on the roof of their building in Vienna and gazed at the stars. Where was Dave? Did he see the 
same bright stars as David? Did he even bother to look at the sky? It became a way to pass the time. David 
had begun to chart the stars. Every night would find him on the roof. He bought himself a telescope and other 
instruments. Sometimes he didn't chart anything at all. He stood and watched. Eventually, his mind would be 
filled with memories. Most were memories of Dave and all that they'd gone through together. Occasionally, a 
memory from the short time he spent as a human would filter through. Memories of his parents or his 
siblings or of human Dave. The memory of the last night he was human often played out in his mind those 
twenty-five years they were apart. If he had known Dave would eventually leave him, would he have agreed to 
Burton's proposal? David couldn't say. 


"Please come back to me." He murmured softly as he watched a star shoot across the sky. 


The years had dragged on. The telescope and the charts that David was working on, abandoned. David had 
grown bored, just like he said he might. He no longer yearned for company. He no longer wished for Dave to 
return. Now, the only wish that occupied David's mind was his wish for a swift end to this prison of a life he 
had chosen Go out during the day without his hat and spectacles? Stop feeding? Throw himself off the roof? 
Expose himself for the monster he really was and let the humans take care of him? How? How could he end 


his pain and suffering? 


David had chosen to lock himself in the apartment and not feed. So he climbed into the bed he used to share 
with his lover and he waited. Day turned into night thirty times over and all David could do was lay and look 


out the window, counting the ripples in the river just has he had done twenty-five years before. 


His body revolted against him, the urge to feed was strong. If David let it, his body would propel forward in 
search of blood whether he liked it or not. It took every ounce of control he had to keep himself on that bed. 
If he could not just expire this way, he knew he would have grown so weak that any person he went after 


could easily defend himself against David. And hopefully kill him. 


Just after dusk on a humid, summer evening, the vampire rose from the bed. David's will to keep himself 
there was no longer strong enough. He hoped the same could be said for his body. It moved slowly toward the 
door and down, into the street. The vampire's body ambled slowly toward the first human it smelled; a tall, 
young man pushing a cart of flowers up the street. The vampire's eyes were vacant, mouth hanging slack, 


fangs exposed. It's fingers twitched, needing to close in on the human. 

A familiar scent wafted into David's nose. Not flower. Not human. Vampire. A strong arm wrapped itself around 
David's waist and pushed him into the young man. Another arm wrapped around the human and crushed him 
against David. Fangs punctured the young man's jugular vein as all three bodies moved into the shadows of an 


alley between their building and the one next to it. As soon as David smelled the blood, his mouth sealed over 
the wounds and sucked. Hungrily, sloppily, he drank until the body collapsed to the ground. 


"David? David, are you sick?" 

"Sick. Yes." He replied through a haze. 

The redhead brought David back to their bed and nursed him back to his full strength over the course of a 
week He never left David's side except to go out and find meals for them both. The smaller vampire never told 
Dave what he had done but he suspected that Dave had pieced it all together. 

"Did you find what you were looking for?" He asked Dave one day as they laid together in bed. 


Dave was holding him tightly, their fingers entwined while David looked out the window at the river. 


"What | was looking for was right here all along." Dave murmured into the other's ear before giving his neck a 


nuzzle and a light nip. 


Dave silently crept across the music room and pulled David into his arms from behind. "Promise we'll be 


together forever." 


David frowned and laid a hand over the redhead's that rested flat against his stomach. "| promise no such 
thing. | may grow bored of you this time.” 


"Then | shall have to make sure that does not happen!" Dave scooped the smaller vampire into his arms and, 


quick as lightning, he spirited David upstairs into the bedroom, dropping him onto the bed. 


DJ stood at the bar, one foot resting on top of the brass rail. He slowly sipped his beer as his fingers idly 
played with the coins in front of him. He thought about the money he had been earning lately. It was good 
money for someone like him. Maybe he ought to thank Glen for talking him into taking the job building the 
library. Then he thought about his friend. Glen was changing. He had always been more ambitious and driven 
and serious than DJ but lately, the blonde seemed distracted and distant. DJ would go so far as to say Glen 
was disturbed. And he knew exactly why. There was something going on with Mustaine. DJ knew the two 
weren't spending any time together for he never saw the redhead around, save for that day he brought the 
Astors to see the work they were doing. No. Glen worked and Glen slept, barely doing anything in between 


It was when Glen slept that the strangest things of all had happened. The dreaming, the screaming, the 


murmuring. He had watched Glen thrash the bed, rolling around like a man possessed. 
Was that it? Was Glen possessed by something? 


"Hey there, friend. Got enough to buy a beer for me?" DJ's fat, garlicky friend, Nicholas, smiled as he pushed 
his fat stomach against the bar beside Du. 


"Sure, why not?" 

"What do you hear about that redhead and his little cousin?" 

"Nothing good. They came by the site a few days ago with the Astors." 

"Saw that. People have been saying he is using the Astors to make people forget he killed that other guy." 
"Do you think he did it?" 


"Do you?" 


DJ shrugged his shoulders and brought his beer to his lips. 


Nicholas leaned closer to the younger man, filling DJ's nostrils with that garlic stench. "Some of us fellows 
have a little theory about Mustaine." He said in a low voice. 


"What?" DJ turned now and asked loudly, eyes wide. 


"He and his cousin are not related at all. They ain't human, either." 


Vill 


"You cannot marry this girll" David bellowed and brought his fist down hard on the bed post, cracking it in two. 


"And why is that, David? | think it's incredibly sweet that you are jealous. If only | was allowed to marry you, 


my precious.’ Dave knew it irritated David when he spoke to him this way. 
"You are utterly mad, do you know that?" 
"Mad? | am doing this for us." 


"For us?!" The smaller vampire let out a malicious laugh. "For us. When, pray tell, have you ever done anything 


for us?" 


The redhead gasped and placed a hand over his heart in mock surprise. "David! You wound me. Everything | do, 
| do for us. To keep us safe, to keep us comfortable, to keep us together." 


"Is that so?" 
"That is so." 


"Then tell me why you enter that boy's dreams and make love to him, torment him, drive him to the brink of 


insanity!" 

"What boy?" Dave coyly asked, knowing full well that David knew about his "visits" to Glen 

"The boy you have fallen in love with." Replied David in a low, quiet voice. 

Dave crossed the room and gathered David in his arms. "You're the only one I've fallen in love with, beautifull" 
He attempted to kiss the shorter vampire but David shoved him away. 


"Could you please just be truthful to me once? Just once in two hundred fucking years, Dave! | deserve that 


much!" 


"Deserve?" The redhead roared back. "What do you know about being deserving? You were a spoiled little brat 
right from birth! Right up until today! Through life and through death, you do nothing to deserve anything! No, 
no. | take that back. What you deserve," He spat the word out with ferocity and venom. "is a swift boot up 


your ass end. Yes! That is what you deserve, you whiny, little ... princess!" 


David's eyes glowed with rage. He was about to charge Dave when he smirked instead. With his nose in the air 
and a wave of his hand, he haughtily said, "| have grown bored of you, Dave." 


He tried to glide past Dave, to make a dramatic exit, to hide the fact that he was wounded, that his heart was 
hurting. But Dave caught him around the waist and slammed David against the wall. 


"Do not say such things to me!" 


"Why is it acceptable for you to say such things to me? Why is it acceptable for you to walk out on me and 
for you to fall in love with others, so many others? Why is it acceptable for you let the world know that you 
are taking a wife? Why is it acceptable for you to act so carelessly and impulsively? Why?" David howled at 
his lover, all the hurt and pain and resentment had finally bubbled over. 


Dave stared at him, fangs bared, eyes blazing but each angry word that David spewed seemed to cut the 
redhead down. His grip on David's throat loosened. 


"| did not think, after this long, you would still have such insecurities. David, | am yours. Always and forever, 


yours. How could you possibly believe - 
David was laughing now, bitterly, and shaking his head. "Perhaps you do not even know how to be truthful.” 


In the blink of an eye, the brunette was gone, leaving Dave to stare at the empty wall. Swiftly, quicker than 
any human could detect, David moved up the avenue. His feet barely touched the ground as he snarled and his 
eyes darted from this person to that and to the next, looking for a victim. He was fuming. Angry with Dave 
for being such an arrogant bastard. Underneath the anger, however, was pain. A certain sadness over this 
feeling he could not shake. The time was coming when he and Dave would permanently part ways. Dave would 
go through with this sham of a wedding, convinced that he could infiltrate the family and gather their wealth 
like he and David had done several times in the past. The difference that Dave did not seem to understand is 
that this was THE most important family in New York, if not the entire northeast section of the country. 
There was no way they could do this and walk away, unscathed. But, because Dave did not seem to grasp that, 
he was putting both himself and David in harm's way. Just as he did when he dispatched young Roosevelt as 
some sort of warped vengeance for the young man's transgressions against Dave's little pet, Glen As soon as 


the little blonde's name popped into the vampire's mind, he was angry at Dave all over again 


‘They ain't human, either: It echoed in DJ's mind. Ever since the fat man had said it, DJ had been distracted. 
He laid in his bed, flat on his back, hands folded under his head. "Ay, Glen? You awake over there?" 

"Yes. What is on your mind, DJ?" 

"You. What is going on with you?" 


"Nothing, DJ. | am fine." Glen sighed. 


"See? | do not think you are." 
"Please leave it alone.” The blonde fidgeted uncomfortably. 


"| have left it alone. And now, | cannot. Please tell me, Glen. That man, Mustaine, he is not what he appears to 
be, is he?" 


"I do not know what you are talking about." 


"He." DJ swallowed around the lump that was forming in his throat. "Glen, he..visits..you. He enters your 


dreams at night, does he not?" 

"Do not be stupid, DJ! That is impossible!" Glen barked and then rolled over, giving DJ is back "Go to sleep." 
"The other men do not believe he and Ellefson are cousins at all” 

"| do not care! Please, go to sleep." 

"They do not believe they are human, either." DJ added in a low voice. 

At that, Glen rolled back over. "What are you talking about?" 

"They said that down where they live, people disappear. Just - poof! - disappear. They said it's strange how 
the pair of them always cover their skin when they come outside. And never come out without those colored 
spectacles. You do not find that strange?" 

"They're rich, DJ. That's what the wealthy do." 

‘Nicholas even thinks that they are together." 

"Together?" 

"Yes. Like lovers." 

Now Glen raised his voice. "That is impossible! Mustaine is going to marry Emily!" 

"Do not be naive, Glen" 


"Who the fuck is Nicholas?" Glen growled as he flopped back in his bed with a huff. 


"The fat one that smells like garlic." 


"Well, he is a bumbling idiot. Do not believe a word he says." 

"Does he come to your dreams, Glen?" DJ asked in a whisper after a time. 
"Ay, he does.” Glen finally admitted. 

"Why?" 

"| do not know." 


As the pair grew quiet and Glen began to drift off, Dave silently slipped under the sheets and pressed himself 
against the boy's flank. 


"| come because | love you, sweet boy. Tell him that." He breathed into Glen's ear. 


Glen sighed softly and turned his body toward Dave, hands reaching out in the dark and finding cool, smooth, 
hard skin. 


"That's it, my darling. Touch me." 


David had let his angry thoughts consume him. Thousands of memories flooded him. Memories of Dave acting 
careless and selfish, putting them both in danger. It always seemed like, either by sheer luck or by David's 
level head, they got out of Dave's latest predicament by the skin of their teeth. David was tired of it. Tired of 
never knowing if a lynch mob was going to attack them and burn them at the stake. Tired of feeling as if, day 
by day, bit by bit, he was losing his partner and his lover and his only companion. And David was not a 
sentimental, old fool. Clearly, David understood his lover's appetite and never begrudged Dave of the lovers he 
took in the past. But this was more than that. Dave was growing sloppy and even more selfish than before. 
Dave would never have killed a simple bully out in the open like that to avenge a pretty, little mortal he felt 
taken with. And by now, Dave would have seduced that blonde boy and snapped his neck and moved on to 
another pretty little thing. The fact that Dave was keeping Glen alive spoke far more than either vampire was 


willing to admit. 


David now stood in the shadows outside the Astors' townhouse, looking up at a window on the third level. Emily 
Astor slept soundly in her bed. So soundly, she did not wake when the vampire stood over her and traced a 


fingernail across her jaw. 


X 


It wasn't Emily's bed that David should be standing over. He knew that. If he was going to preserve Dave and 
their everlasting love for one another, he should go and snap the neck of the little blonde boy under whose 
spell Dave had fallen. But some warped sense of loyalty to the redhead prevented David from doing that. So 
the next best thing to take his frustration out upon was this poor, innocent girl. 


With that thought, he woke the girl. Moving faster than she could see, he flew back to the armchair by the 


window of her room. 
She stretched and then sat up in her bed. "Who's there?" 


As David slowly stood up and crossed the room toward her, she inhaled and pulled the blankets tighter around 
herself. Seeing it was David, she grew confused. 


"David? What are you doing here?" 

The vampire made no reply as he perched himself on the edge of her bed. I+ was incredibly intrusive and very 
highly frowned upon for a young man to be in a young lady's bedroom, of course. Decorum alone should have 
made Emily scream out. David found it rather amusing that she did not. 

| have come for dinner.” He finally told her. 


"What? | do not understand" She clutched the blankets. 


David took pleasure in her rising discomfort. "I have come for you to feed me my dinner." He said slowly as he 
plucked her hands away from the blankets. 


She felt the coldness of his own hands and gasped, eyes wide with fear. Still, she did not scream. 
David slowly peeled back the bedclothes. Emily remained on the bed, shuddering in confused fear. 


"Why is it you do not scream? | am a man in your bedroom, Emily. The cousin of the man you are going to 


marry. Why?" 
She lowered her head and whispered, "It would be rude. | do not wish to insult you, David." 


At that, the vampire threw back his head and laughed. "Rude!" Abruptly, he was in her face, hissing, "But my 


being here now is not rude??" 


"Y-y-you m-must have a, a r-reason" Emily stammered, finally glancing toward her door. 


"Oh! | do have a reason As | stated previously, | have come for dinner." David leaned back and crossed a leg 


over one knee, taking to picking at the wool of his trousers. 
| do not understand" The girl quietly said. 
"I know." He gave her a grin. "But you will” 


In an instant, David was on top of her, covering her mouth with one hand and using the other to brace himself 


up so that his face was hovering over hers. He bared his fangs and gave a sinister laugh. 

"Do you understand now?" He hissed. 

She was too petrified to even try to move. Her eyes were wide and David could see his own reflection in them. 
He spent two hundred years trying to keep his monstrous nature in check He read, he studied, he took part in 
society, as much as would allow, he grew and adapted as the world evolved. But he was tired of keeping the 
monster under control. Tired of denying his true instincts. While it was true, David had been the first of the 
pair of vampires to give in to his blood lust, he had learned to walk through the world completely undetected 
and unnoticed by people. Dave could hardly say the same. And now, David was going to make himself known. In a 
very cruel way. 

Keeping his hand over her mouth, David found Emily's ear and sucked the lobe between his cold lips. 

"Do you, child? Do you understand?" 

Now, finally, the girl whimpered and tears sprang from her frightened eyes. 

"I am going to take your life. | am going to do it slowly and it will hurt" 

David hooked his fingernails around the collar of her nightgown and ripped it away from her body. She 
screamed against his claw-like hand, his nails digging into her cheek The gown was discarded onto the floor and 
he slowly brought his index finger to his lips. 

"Shush, now. It would be rude to wake up the rest of your family," 

She simpered and wriggled beneath him. 

"I know it seems umecessary for me to do this. | really ought to just drink your blood and be done with you 
but, well, if Dave can play these games and get away with them, | thought I'd give it a try, too." He told her 
with a charming smile. 


She screamed against his hand again, this time her hands found David's hair and pulled at it. 


"Oh, come now. You cannot hurt me. But please, keep trying.” 


When she reached out to slap at David, he caught her wrist and brought it to his mouth. He immediately 
punctured the vein with his fangs and sucked. She screamed and thrashed beneath him. David drank just 
enough to slow Emily down a little. She howled and sobbed now. 


"Well, look at that. | bit you. If you have not figured it out by now, precious child, | am a vampire." He smiled 
again, using his eyes to penetrate her mind. "Now, | need to move my hand and you, my darling, are not going 


to make a peep, are you?" 


Emily whimpered but shook her head, her eyes glued to David's liquid amber orbs. Slowly, he removed his hand 


from her mouth and, when she made not a sound, he stroked her hair and cooed. 
"Good girl." 


David picked up the girl's other wrist and brought it to his lips. He placed a soft kiss to the pulsing vein before 
puncturing it as well. Emile gasped and shook her head back and forth but made no attempt to scream. The 
vampire gathered the other limb, which he had already drank from and pushed both hands above the girl's 
head. 


"Keep them there." 


She obeyed, another gasp escaping her lips when she felt David's fangs puncture the skin of the underside of 
her breast. The vampire knew exactly when to stop drinking in each place on her body that he punctured. 
Slowly, drawing out each painful bite, David had moved down her right leg and lovingly held her foot in his 
hands. Emily was unable to move at this point, having lost too much blood, but she still watched, panting 
heavily, eyes glassy and wet. David nuzzled his face against her foot before sinking his fangs into the arch. He 
did the same to her left foot and slowly and methodically worked his way up her soft, pliant body. Again, his 


face hovered over the girl's. 


"You will be dead soon | wonder, are you curious about how you taste? All humans taste differently. The best 
| ever tasted was a very fit young man in Vienna. He was pushing a cart of flowers. | was knocking on death's 

door. Perhaps that is why he tasted so good. Perhaps it was the flowers. Ah, | digress. To be perfectly honest, 
Miss Astor, you are quite spoiled” 


With that, he leaned in and punctured her jugular, drinking what little blood remained. The girl managed one last, 
gurgled gasp before the body went still. David gently closed her eyes and then stood up. He admired his work, 
puncture marks littered her body, red blood dotting along perfect, alabaster skin The vampire arranged the 
body into a curled up sleeping position, tucking the hands under the girl's face that rested serenely on the 
pillow. He pulled the sheets back up around the girl, gave her hair a pet and her cheek a kiss and then dashed 
from the house. 


As he moved quickly through the street, the dawn was breaking. Streaks of sunlight poured between the 
buildings. Just as he reached home, he heard Dave coming from the opposite direction. David waited at the 


door and then greeted his lover with a smile. 

"Ah, there is a sight like no other!" Dave said with glee, hopeful that David's anger had dissipated. 

"Did you have a good night?" David asked as he reached a hand out toward the redhead. 

"| did. Did you?" 

"Ay. | seem to have worked up an appetite." 

"That so?" 

"Indeed" David grinned and clasped the other's hand. 

In the bedroom, the vampires undressed each other slowly, mindful not to rip or destroy anything. They fed 
each other soft kisses and sweet, gentle caresses. Dave carefully laid David down on the bed and moved his 
mouth down the younger vampire's body, using only his smooth lips to tease and titillate. David sighed and let 
his head fall back. He let the images of Emily Astor roll slowly through his mind as he made love to Dave. He 
waited for the guilt and the remorse and anxiety of what he had done rip through him. But they never came. 
Instead, as he lay curled in Dave's embrace, fingering a lock of the other's flame red hair, a small smile curled 
his lips, tongue dancing over his fangs. 


"Where did you go tonight?" David asked. 


"Oh, just out to find someone to eat" Dave replied. Which was partly true. He did feed. And then he visited 
Glen. "Where did you go?" 


"To find someone to eat" David casually repeated. "And | did. | killed Emily Astor and left her in her bed to be 


discovered." He hissed and jumped from the bed, glaring at Dave. His eyes were on fire with rage. 
Dave was immediately on his feet was well. "You did what?" He seethed. 


"I killed her slowly, drinking a drop of blood at a time, biting her entire body. It took hours and | kept her alive 


the entire time!" 
"What have you done?" 


"Perhaps, dear lover, if you had not taken with another, you could have prevented this. Since you were too 


busy with your precious little mortal, | guess | went astray. What shall we do now?" David gave a shrug. 


The redhead charged him, slamming David into a wall, breaking the plaster and wood, sending the splinters 


spraying around them. 


"Do you want to get us both killed?!" 
"Yes! Yes, | do for | cannot stand to watch you pretend to love me any longer!" David howled and pushed back 
The vampires hurled each other around the room, destroying whatever was in their way. 


They sat in the middle of the rubble, clothing and bed sheets were tangled in the broken furniture. They 
stared at each other, both of them knowing that things would never return to the way they once were. 


"You promised me forever." David finally uttered in a small voice. 


"| did not break that promise." Dave stood and snatched up some clothes. "I never pretended to love you. | love 


you still. | will love you forever. But it appears, because of what you did, we no longer have forever." 


With that, he was gone again. 


The horrible news of Emily Astor's mysterious death traveled fast. DJ was working on the interior walls of 


the library when Nicholas found him 

"You heard about the Astor girl, right? The girl that Mustaine was going to marry?" 
"Ay. | did” 

"Ht was them. It was the two of them. | told you they ain't human. They are vampires!" 
"Vampires? There is no such thing!" DJ countered. 

"How do you explain them bite marks the girl had. All over her body! 


"I do not explain it. It is not my job to explain it” He mumbled as he tried to continue to work. His thoughts 
turned to Glen. Would his friend suffer the same fate if what Nicholas was saying was true? 


"Couple of us are going tomorrow to that house they living in" 
"And do what?" 
Nicholas glanced around and then lowered his voice. "Burn them out" 


"What?! Nicholas, that is certain madness! They are not vampires! That is insane. You have seen them out here 


in the sun with your own eyes." 


"Trickery. You in with us or not? | remember you saying your friend, Glen, was friendly with Mustaine. Do you 


really want the same thing to happen to him?" 
DJ sighed. "This is fool's work, Nicholas." 


"Then it is perfect work for us!" The larger man slapped DJ on the back and laughed loudly. "I am sure the 
investigator will ask the pair about this death and, somehow, they will be excused for it, too. Now is the time 
for us to do something about it." 


X 


Glen picked up a small slab of Venetian marble that would be used for the library's floor. It was heavy and he 
grunted with each step he took. As he made his way into the building, Glen heard that unmistakable voice. 


"Glen, child. | need you. Please." 
The little blonde frowned and tried to shake it away. 
"Beautiful Glen. This is urgent. Please follow me." 


Now, he dropped the slab onto the floor and it echoed throughout the entire building's shell. He followed the 
trail of the voice, ignoring all the other men's stares and yells for him to get back to work. His own friend, DJ, 
watched Glen walk out of the building. It was happening. The vampires were luring Glen away to suffer the 


same fate of Emily Astor. 


Dave was hiding in the shadows of the alley behind the library. As soon as Glen appeared, the redhead pulled 


him into a tight embrace. 

"Look at me, Glen. Do you want this?" He frantically asked. 

"Want what?" 

"Do you?" He shook the boy. "Do you want to spend eternity with me?" 

Glen's blue-grey eyes grew wide in panic as he really, finally saw Dave for what he was. He saw the dark 
colored spectacles and waxy, pale skin. He saw Dave's bright white teeth and protruding fangs. Glen saw the 
golden flecks seemingly dance in the other's glossy red hair. And then Glen saw his own reflection in Dave's 
colored lenses. His face was dirty, hair was a knotted, stringy mess. Glen's clothes were tattered and drab. The 
redhead's summer jacket probably cost more than Glen would earn in a year's time. Glen could have all of that, 
too? 


"| could.| could be like you?" He asked in a low, cracking voice. 


"Yes. You will be exactly like me. But much, much more beautiful" Dave grinned as he gently ran a cool hand 


down the boy's cheek. 


Glen swallowed and looked beyond Dave, at the sight of the construction Men sweating, laboring to carry the 
heavy stone. Something like a grin pulled at the boy's lips. 


"Yes. Yes, please." He softly uttered 


In an instant, Dave bundled the boy into his arms and carried him swiftly back to his townhouse. Quickly, they 
entered and Dave called David's name only to be met with silence. Glen remembered a time long ago when he 
stood in the very same spot. Now, he turned in a circle, looking up at the high ceiling and the crystal 


chandelier which dangled from it. 

"Wow." the boy breathed. 

His hand was clasped by a very strong, very cold hand and Glen gasped. 

"Come with me." Dave pulled him along the hallway, into the music room. He continued to pull the child through 
the room and then slammed Glen against the wall. "| have been in love with you, sweet Glen, from the very 
moment | laid my eyes on you." 


"But why?" The boy uttered as a hand gently closed around his throat. 


"There is something about you. Something which drew me in" Dave hissed as he lowered his mouth to Glen's. 


Using his body to pin the boy to the wall, Dave deeply kissed him, letting his fangs drag against Glen's lip. 
"Say that you love me, child.” 
"I do." He panted, dizzy from the vampire's onslaught. 


"How old are you, Glen?" The redhead whispered the question into the young mortal's ear as he used his lips to 


tug on the lobe. 
'S-seventeen, sir." The boy trembled now. 
"You'll be seventeen forever." Dave murmured as he let a hand slide down Glen's flank to clutch at his hip. 


When Glen felt the sharp points of Dave's fangs press against his neck, he gasped and his body went rigid. "N- 


no. | do no want." 


"Yes, you do. You want a fine home and fine clothes like mine, do you not? You want expensive things and you 
want to travel beyond this city's borders, do you not? You want to be at my side and let me take care of you 
and love you, do you not? You will have all of that, dear boy, and so much more. You will live. You will finally 


live the life you have always dreamed about. Remember, Glen, to die is to live!" 


With that, Dave waited no longer. He sunk his fangs into the boy's throat and sucked. He tasted the same as 
he did the night Dave dared to take just a drop. Sweet and rich and intoxicating, Dave was taken back to his 
own mortal days, the memory of falling in love with David came floating through the ether in the redhead's 
mind. Mortal David, so pure and so beautiful. And that is when Dave was stricken with a thought so evil and 
dreaded. He sought out this young, beautiful mortal just to feel once again the way he felt when he was 


mortal. When he was alive and discovering David for the first time, discovering himself for the first time. 


The sun was beating down on the boys from high in the sky. They were supposed to be hunting pheasant in 
the fields beyond the farm but it was much more fun to go swimming in the river nearby, especially on such 
a hot summer's day. Dave had stolen a rope from his father's stable. An act that would surely get him in 
trouble should he be caught. But on this day, such a punishment would have been endured with a smile on his 


face. 


David challenged him to race. Without giving the redhead time to respond, David yelled and gave his horse a 
sharp jab with his heels. Truth be told, Dave enjoyed the view of his best friend riding his dappled mare. 
David's smaller, compact body was better suited for it. He would lower himself against the agile beast's neck, 
face hidden by the mare's mane. Dave's own steed was fast as well, the large black stallion had been a gift 


from his father on Dave's twentieth birthday. A colt that Dave had trained himself. 


It was a gift that was supposed to help Dave establish a household of his own, as all young men his age were 
supposed to do. Dave had no interest in that, much to his parents’ dismay. He was more interested in staying 


at David's side. Whenever he rode with David, however, he always let the younger boy fly past him. 


By the river's edge, Dave pulled up on the reins, finding the mare already lashed to a nearby tree. The redhead 
smiled as he slid off the black of his horse. He looped the reins through the buckle of David's saddle and called 


his friend's name. 
"David! Where are you?" 
"Here!" 


Dave stepped to the bank and found his friend in the water, naked. Something stirred inside of the older boy as 


he watched David swim and splash in the river. 
"Come in. The water feels wonderfull" 


He was sure he caught David staring as he undressed. Once in the water, the boys splashed and wrestled and 
laughed together. They used the rope as a swing, tied to a branch that hung over the bank. Then it happened. 
Dave has often wondered how long the feelings lay dormant, ignored. He'd often wondered how long David felt 
them, too. The younger boy attempted to swim away from Dave but the redhead's reach was longer and he 
grabbed David by the leg and pulled him back, wrapped both arms around him. The laughing and giggling ceased 
as they met each other's stare. In the next moment, they were kissing each other. Desperate, frenzied kisses. 
Hands wandered under the water and found each other's bodies. In the grass, on the bank of the river, they 


discovered love. 


Dave could still remember the feeling of David's warm, goosepimpled flesh. He had memorized every inch of 


David's body. And when the warm, rippled skin turn to cool, glassy skin, Dave loved it just the same but longed 
for those sunny days beside the river. 


Reeling, he pushed himself away from the drained body of his beautiful, new love. No longer would this flesh 
feel warm to the touch. Glen slumped to the floor, a soft gurgled plea tumbling from his rosy lips. Dave was 
horrifed. He stared at the rapidly vacating eyes. Let Glen die or turn him? It was always his intention to turn 
him but would Glen regret it the same way Dave now realized he regretted it. Let Glen suffer the same fate? 
Sooner or later, in two hundred years or a thousand, Glen would come to hate him the same way David now 


hated him. 

"Plea." the boy's voice was barely audible, even to the vampire. In moments, the boy would be dead. 

Dave was weak, he reasoned, for he could not allow the child to die. Falling to his knees, he cradled Glen's head 
and bit at his own wrist. Bright red blood flowed freely from his vein and he pressed the gash against Glen's 
lips, parting them slightly. Initially, Dave felt nothing. The body he held was still. But then the lips twitched and 
began to suckle at his wrist, pulling more blood from the wound. The dull, grey eyes took on a brighter blue, 
becoming a gorgeous, electrifying shade. The color drained from Glen's face, as well as the hands that slowly 
lifted to wrap around Dave's arm. Dave's heart skipped a beat as he watched Glen's dull hair turn a gorgeous, 


shimmering golden blonde. 


"That's it, good boy." Dave purred as he swept a hand over the boy's hair. "You're beautiful” He told Glen as 
he carefully pulled his wrist away. 


A gentle hiss escaped the boy's lips as the blood he was feasting upon was taken from him. 

"There will be more later, sweet one, | promise. Can you stand for me?" 

Dave wrapped an arm around Glen and lifted him to his feet. The blonde merely stared around himself, taking 
in each new color and sound. They came at him in a full on assault and he had to squeeze his eyes closed and 
clamp his hands over his ears. He whined as he doubled over. 

"Shhh" Dave shushed him and gently pulled his hands away. "Look at me, Glen. Look at my face." 


The brand new vampire did as he was told, his ice blue eyes were mesmerizing. 


"Listen to my voice. Focus, child. Focus only on my voice. You can push everything else out. Come, you can do 


it” 
Glen's gaze narrowed and he stood up a little straighter, a smile tugging on his lips. 


"Better?" 


"Yes." 

"Good boy!" Dave laughed and moved his hands from Glen's wrists to his face. 

He pulled the boy into a kiss, one which Glen finally returned. Arms wound around the redhead's neck and 
squeezed as the kiss grew deeper. Then Dave was pulling the new vampire behind him as he ascended the 
stairs, into the bedroom he shared with David. 

"What happened?!" Glen cried, surveying the broken furniture and debris. 

"Oh. David and | had a little argument" 


"You killed her!" Glen shrieked as if the realization had just struck "You and David killed Miss Astor!" 


"I did not. He did, | am afraid. Which is why we must get you changed. Glen, you and | are going to leave the 


city. Because of David's carelessness, we can no longer stay." 

Dave was hurriedly clawing through David's wardrobe to find clothing for Glen. He pulled out a pair of light 
grey trousers and matching suit jacket and waistcoat. He flung them at Glen before he returned to find a 
proper button down shirt. Next, he found a blue silk tie and a fresh pair of white cotton, short drawers. The 
blonde stood, holding the garments. 


"Put them onl" Dave screeched at him. The redhead was busy filling his pockets with jewelry and money. 


Slowly, mechanically, Glen pulled off his own dirty, ratty clothes. He left them lay on the floor while he dressed 
himself in the suit that Dave provided. 


"Are we going to wait for Mr. Ellefson?" 
"No." Dave very resolutely told the boy. 
"But is he not your ~" 

"My what?" Dave snapped 

Glen paused. "Your lover" 


"Not anymore! Now, hurry.” Dave turned back to the jewelry. There, in the middle of the box, sat the silver 


crucifix. 


XI 


Author's Notes: 
I\'m sorry. 


No, I\'m not. 


Nicholas entered the bar with a very well-dressed man walking behind him. He nervously looked around until he 


spotted DJ. 
"Ay. Look who | brought" 


The dark haired boy pushed the hair from his eyes as he glanced up. Upon seeing Henry Astor standing behind 
his garlicky friend, DJ frowned and stood up straight. 


"Nicholas, what are you doing?" DJ hissed. 


"He knows. He knows it was Mustaine that killed Roosevelt, remember? He wants to help us. And look, he's got 


exactly what we need. Silver bullets!" 

"Would you keep your voice down, for fuck's sake!" Henry angrily whispered. Then he turned to DJ. “This fat 
bastard here told me about your friend. He is as good as dead with those two monsters. This is the only way 
to get rid of them. You can see the police will not touch them. At dawn, when they will go to sleep, we will 
break down their door, shoot them, and torch the house." 

DJ smirked. "Ay, you think it will be that easy, do you?" 

"My pistol says it will." 


“Arrogant bastard" The younger man muttered and turned back to his beer. 


"Who are you calling an arrogant bastard, you classless bum!" Henry shouted and gave the back of DJ's head a 
hard slap. 


"Wait! Now wait!" Nicholas yelled as he shoved his fat body between the two men "DJ, we will get Glen back. 
We will. If he has not been killed yet. And if he has, do you not want revenge for his murder?" 


“These are not normal men we are dealing with!" 


"Ay, they are not. Which is why we need Henry's help." The fat man used a soft, placating tone of voice. 


DJ sighed. "I do not think Glen has been killed." 
"What makes you say that?" 


"Mustaine." He paused and rolled a hand in the air. "He liked Glen. | cannot explain it. Glen just felt as if the red 


haired one favored him somehow." 


"Put this on, too.” Dave shoved the crucifix into Glen's hands before he started out of the room. 

Glen felt the weight of the cross and turned it over in his hands. "Its beautiful. Where did you get it?" 
"Stole it from the first family we killed over two hundred years ago in England" 

"You're British?" 


"Once upon a time, we were. Now, it does not matter where | am from. Come, please. We will have time for 


stories later." 

Glen smiled, baring his teeth for the first time. He ran his tongue gently along their sharp edges as he slipped 
the chain around his neck and tucked the crucifix under his shirt. It felt warm against the cool skin of his 
chest. He crossed the room and put his hand in Dave's, which was outstretched, waiting for him. Dave 
hurriedly pulled him back down the stairs and into the music room. He tried to race across the room, toward 
the Steinway € Sons grand piano that David used to play but Glen pulled the redhead to a stop just inside the 


doorway. 


"Dave, |.. | remember some things from when | was..well, before. Do you remember the night in the alley? You 


wanted to know why | was not afraid of you." 
"Yes. Glen, we have not the time for this right now, sweet child." 


"| know. | wanted to Tell you that, even then, | loved you. | always knew that, whatever you were, man or .. | 


knew that you would never hurt me." 
Dave melted into a soft smile. "| could never hurt you, my darling.” 
Their eyes met and this time it was Glen that pulled Dave into a long, deep kiss. 


"Inside the piano, there are bags of money. Please get them for me." The redhead told the boy as he went 
swiftly to the Monet on the wall 


As Dave was lifting it from its hanger, a scent caught his nose and he froze. With a slight tilt, he raised his 


face and inhaled again. 

"Glen Come, we must go now." He tried not to raise his voice and cause alarm in the brand new vampire. 

"| have reached two bags. There are three more. | can get them." 

"No, sweet boy. You can leave those for David. Come." 

Dave picked up the satchel he had thrown everything into and reached for Glen with his free hand. As the pair 
made swiftly for the door, it was kicked open. Nicholas stepped in first, holding a flaming torch, DJ was beside 
him with his own torch and a pistol. And then Henry stepped between them, moving in front of them, and 
brandished a pistol in each hand. 

"Ay! Where are you two going?" Nicholas asked with a smirk. 

Dave quickly scanned the crowd of men, thirteen in total, all with torches and firearms. He turned and fled 
back into the house, pulling Glen with him as he made for the rear entrance. That was surrounded by men, 
too. Both groups closed in on the pair until they retreated back into the music room. 


"He made you one of them, Glen?" DJ asked his blonde friend. 


"DJ, | don't want to hurt you, please. Please let us go.” Glen quietly said as he now clutched Dave's hand in both 
of his. 


"How could you? How could willingly do this?" 

"Because he loves me and he can give all of this to me." 

The group of men tightened up, forcing the pair against the wall. Dave still scanned, looking for a way out. 
"At what cost, Glen? Your life, your soul! You were my friend!" 

"I am still your friend!" Glen barked. 

Something snapped inside of the new vampire and he let go of Dave's hand to take a step toward DJ. But the 
mortal panicked and raised his gun. He fired it. Glen recoiled when there was a flash of movement to his left. 
Dave moved in front of Glen to shield him. And in the next moment, Dave had dropped to the floor. 


"NO!" Glen howled so loudly that the human men had to cover their ears. 


He fell to the floor on his knees and cradled the vampire's head in his lap. Glen gently stroked his lover's hair 
and cooed softly to Dave, whose eyes found Glen's. 


"Love..you.." Dave shallowly hissed. 

"Please, no. Please, Dave. Please." 

Henry stepped forward and raised his gun at Glen. It was the utter silence that made Glen look up. 

"Do it! Kill mel" He shouted. Rage burned inside his ice blue eyes as he bared his fangs. 

But Henry never got a chance to fire his weapon for something moved through the men swiftly and silently, 
killing every single one of them. Gasping and gurgling sounds could be heard as heads were gruesomely twisted 
and necks were snapped. One by one, these men fell over top of each other. The torch was taken from 
Nicholas' hand and the end of thrust through his chest. The last man standing was DJ, who looked horrified to 
be face to face with David. The vampire paused ever so briefly to meet the man's eyes. Ignoring Glen's pleas, 
David sunk his fangs into DJ's neck. 

The body fell from David's hands, on top of the others as the dropped torches burned around them. The 
Monet caught fire and the sunrise that David loved so much was burned to blackened nothing. David turned his 
attention to the pair on the floor. He knelt down and took Dave's hand in his, bringing it to his lips, gazing into 
fading amber eyes. 

‘| will love you forever." 

"Take..him." 

Glen cried out again. "No! No! You cannot die! You are vampire! You cannot die! Please, Dave! We have to gol" 
The little bonde was shaking the vampire now, sobbing red, watery tears. 


"Glen, the house is on fire and we will die, too, if we do not leave right now." David said in a very stern voice. 


He picked up the satchel that lay beside the dead redheaded vampire and then pulled the Fuseli painting from 
the wall. The painting that Dave had brought him in jest. 


"You don't love him! You never would have let this happen if you loved him! You made this happen!" 

"I know." David mumbled as he stared at Dave's still body. 

As the pair raced down the street, away from the burning house, David held onto Glen's hand as tightly as he 
could. They ran as fast as their bodies would carry them down streets and alleys that hadn't yet seen the 
morning sun. At an intersection, David stopped and turned around. Billows of grey smoke wafted into the air 


over his former home. He turned and looked at Glen, who was also watching the smoke rise into the sky. 


Straight into busy Grand Central Depot, the pair ran. They stood in the main concourse for a moment, amongst 


nameless, anonymous people who would never know what monsters now stood in their midst. David and Glen 


looked around them. Then David spotted the departures board and he quickly read through it. 
"Next train departing goes to Boston. Come on" 


They crossed to the ticket booths and David bought two tickets to Boston Glen clutched the bag to his chest 


as he stood next to the older vampire. 


Once they were settled into seats on the train, David had to pry the bag away from Glen in order to stow it 
under the seat. 


"From Boston, we will seek passage back to England” 


Glen remained quiet. He faced the window and watched the city get farther and farther away. Dave's voice 
echoed in his mind, "..you want to travel beyond this city's borders, do you not?" 


Without turning, Glen reached out and found David's hand. A sharp pain stabbed at the older vampire's heart 
when fingers curled around his. He had not grieved for Dave. He had not the time. His first priority was getting 
out of the city and his second was keeping Glen safe. David accepted that his lover had fallen in love with 
another. He had even accepted that they might part ways for another twenty-five years or forever, perhaps. 
But, even as he was drinking the little Astor's blood, he never imagined Dave would pay for it with his life. 
Life? Is that even the right word for their existence? A little smile pulled at the vampire's lip. 


It was the most human thing that Dave had ever done; giving up his life to save someone that he loved. Much 
in the same fashion that he had given up being human for David. 


End. 


